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ARGUMENT 
OF  THE  FIRST  EPISTLE. 

IntroduSiion. — Deftgn  of  the  Poem  to  remrue  preju- 
dices which  ohJlru5l  the  cultivation  of  Epic  writ" 
ing. — Origin  of  Poetry, — Honours  paid  to  its  in-^ 
fancy. — Homer  the  firjl  Poet  remaining, -^Difficulty 
of  the  quejlion  why  he  had  no  Succeffor  in  Greece.*^ 
Remark  of  a  celebrated  Writer^  that  as  Criticifm 
fourijhes  Poetry  declines, — Defence  of  Critics.'^ 
Danger  of  a  bigoted  acquiefcence  in  critical  Syfiems 
'^and  of  a  Poefs  criticiftng  his  own  works. — Ad* 
vantages  of  Friendjhip  and  Study  of  the  higher 
Poets. 


A  N 


ESSAY 


O  N 


EPIC  POETRY. 


EPISTLE  L 

TTJERISH  that  critic  pride,  which  oft  has  hurl'd 

Its  empty  thunders  o'er  the  Epic  world  j 
Which,  eager  to  extend  its  mimic  reign, 
Would  bind  free  Fancy  in  a  fervile  chain ; 
With  papal  ragq  the  eye  of  Genius  blind,  | 
And  bar  the  gates  of  Glory  on  the  mind ! 

fi  %  Sucli 


4        ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.     Ep.  L 

Such  dark  decrees  have  letterM  Bigots  penn'd  *, 
Yet  feizM  that  honoured  name,  the  Poet's  Friend, 
But  Learning  from  her  page  their  laws  will  blot ; 
Scorn'd  be  their  arrogance  !  their  name  forgot !  IP 
Th'  indignant  Bard,  abhorring  bafe  controul, 
Seeks  the  juft  Critic  of  congenial  foul. 
Say  !  Mason,  Judge  and  Matter  of  the  Lyre ! 
Harmonious  Chief  of  Britain's  living  Choir, 
Say !  wilt  Thou  liften  to  his  weaker  drains,  15^ 
Who  pants  to  range  round  Fancy's  rich  domains  j 
To  vindicate  her  empire,  and  difown 
Proud  Syftem,  feated  on  her  injur'd  throne? 
Come  !  while  thy  Mufe,  contented  with  applaufe. 
Gives  to  her  graceful  fong  a  little  paufe,  20 
Enjoying  triumphs  paft ;  at  leifure  laid 
In  thy  fweet  Garden's  variegated  (hade. 
Or  fondly  hanging  on  fome  favourite  Oak 
That  Harp,  whofe  notes  the  fete  of  Mona  fpoke, 

•  Ver.  7.    See   NOTE  I. 


Strung 


Ep.  I.    ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY. 
Strung  by  the  facred  Druids'  focial  band. 
And  wifely  trufted  to  thy  kindred  hand  ! 
Come  !  for  thy  liberal  and  ingenuous  heart 
Can  aid  a  Brother  in  this  magic  art ; 
Let  uSj  and  Freedom  be  our  guide,  explore 
^The  higheft  province  of  poetic  lore, 
Free  the  young  Bard  from  that  oppreffive  awe, 
Which  f«els  Opinion's  rule  as  Reafon's  law, 
And  from  his  fpirit  bid  vain  fears  depart. 
Of  weaken'd  Nature  and  exhaufted  Art ! 
Phantoms  !  that  literary  fpleen  conceives ! 
Dullnefs  adopts,  and  Indolence  believes  ! 
While  with  advent'rous  ftep  we  wind  along 
Th*  expanflve  regions  of  Heroic  fong, 
From  different  fources  let  our  fearch  explain 
Why  few  the  Chieftans  of  this  wide  domain. 
Haply,  infpiriting  poetic  youth, 
Our  verfe  may  prove  this  animating  truth. 
That  Poefy's  fublime,  negle£ted  field 
May  ftill  new  laurels  to  Ambition  yield ; 

B3 


6         ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.    EK  L 
Her  Epic  trumpet,  in  a  modern  hand,  4^ 
Still  make  the  fpirit  glow,  the  heart  expand* 
Be  fuch  our  dodlrine  !  our  enlivening  aim 
The  Mufe*s  honour,  and  our\Country's  fame ! 

Thou  firft  and  faireft  of  the  focial  Arts  ! 
Sovereign  of  liberal  fouls  and  feeling  hearts  ! 
If,  in  devotion  to  thy  heavenly  charms, 
I  clafp'd  thy  altar  with  my  infant  arms, 
For  thee  negle£led  the  wide  field  of  wealthy 
The  toils  of  int'reft  and  the  fports  df  health,-:^ 
Enchanting  Poefy  !  that  zeal  repay  j^^ 
With  powers  to  fing  thy  univerfal  fway ! 
To  trace  thy  progrefs  from  thy  diftant  birth, 
Heaven's  pure  defcendant !  dear  delight  of  Earth  I 
Charm  of  all  rrgions  !  to  no  age  confin'd  ! 
The  prime  ennobier  of  th'  afpiring  mind  !  60 

Nor  will  thy  dignity,  fweet  Power  !  difdam 
What  Fidlion  utters  in  her  idle  ftrain, 
Thy  fportive  Friend  !  who  mocking  folemn  Truth, 
Tells  her  fond  tales  of  thy  untutored  youth. 

As 


Ep.  I-    ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY,  7 

As  wrongM  Latona  (fo  her  tale  begins)  65 

To  Delphos  traveird  with  her  youthful  twins  ; 

Th'  envenomM  Python,  with  terrific  fway, 

Crofs'd  the  fair  Goddefs  in  her  deftin'd  way : 

The  heavenly  parent,  in  the  wild  alarm, 

Her  little  Dian  in  her  anxious  arm, 

High  on  a  ftone,  which  ftie  in  terror  trod. 

Cried  to  her  filial  gu^rd,  the  Archer  God, 

Bidding  with  force,  that  fpolce  the  Mother's  hearty 

Her  young  Apollo  launch  his  ready  dart; 

In  meafur'd  founds  her  rapid  mandate  flow'd,  75 

The  firft  foundation  of  the  future  Ode  ! 

Thus,  at  their  banquets,  fabling  Greeks  rehearfe  * 

The  fancied  origin  of  facred  Verfe : 

And  though  cold  Reafon  may  with  fcorn  aflail, 

Or  turn  contemptuous  from  their  fimple  tale,  80 

Yet,  Poefy !  thy  fitter  Art  may  ftoop 

From  this  weak  (ketch  to  paint  th'  impaffion'd  group, 

•  Ver.  77.   See  N  O  T  E  IL 

B  4  Though 


S  ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY^    Ei>.  h 

Though  tafte  rcfin'd  to  modern  Verfe  deny 

The  hacknied  pageants  of  the  Pagan  fky, 

Their  finking  radiance  ftill  the  Canvafs  warms,  85 

Painting  ftill  glories  in  their  graceful  forms  ; 

Nor  canft  thou  envy,  if  the  world  agree 

.To  grant  thy  Sifter  claims  denied  to  thee  ; 

For  thee,  the  happier  Art !  the  elder-born ! 

Superior  rights  and  dearer  charms  adorn : 

Confin'd  flie  catches,  with  obfervance  keen, 

Her  fingle  moment  of  the  changeful  fcene  j 

But  thou,  endu'd  with  energy  fublime, 

Unqueftion'd  arbiter  of  fpace  and  time  ! 

Canft  join  the  diftant,  the  unknown  create,  95 

And,  while  Exiftence  yields  thee  all  her  ftate, 

On  the  aftonifti'd  mind  profufely  pour 

Myriads  of  forms,  that  Fancy  muft  adore. 

Yet  of  thy  boundlefs  power  the  deareft  part 

Is  firm  pofleffion  of  the  feeling  Heart :  lOd 

No  progeny  of  Chance,  by  Labour  taught. 

No  flow-form'd  creature  of  fcholaftic  thought, 

The 


Ep.  L     essay  on  epic  POETRY- 
The  child  of  Pafllon  thou  !  thy  lyre  fhe  ftrung, 
To  her  parental  notes  Ihe  tuii'd  thy  tongue ; 
Gave  thee  her  boldeft  fwell,  her  fofteft  tone. 
And  made  the  compafs  of  her  voice  thy  own. 

To  Admiration,  fource  of  joy  refin'd  ! 
Chafte,  lovely  mover  of  the  fimple  mind  ! 
To  her,  though  fceptics,  in  their  pride,  declaim. 
With  many  an  infult,  on  her  injur'd  name ; 
To  her,  fweet  Poefy  !  we  owe  thy  birth. 
Thou  firft  encomiaft  of  the  fruitful  Earth  ! 
By  her  infpir'd,  the  earlieft  mortal  found 
The  ear-delighting  charm  of  meafur'd  found  ; 
He  hail'd  the  Maker  of  a  world  fo  fair. 
And  the  firft  accent  of  his  fong  was  prayen 
O,  moft  attradlive  of  thofe  airy  Powers, 
Who  moft  illuminate  Man's  chequer'd  hours  ! 
Is  there  an  Art,  in  all  the  group  divine, 
Whofe  dawn  of  Being  muft  not  yield  to  thine  ? 
Religion's  felf,  whofe  provident  controul 
Takes  from  fierce  Man  his  anarchy  of  foul, 


10       ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.     E^.  I. 

She  o'er  thy  youth  with  fond  afFeftion  hung, 

And  bc  rrowM  mufic  from  thy  infant  tongue. 

Law,  fterner  Law,  whofe  potent  voice  imprefl:  125 

Severeft  terror  on  the  human  breaft, 

With  thy  frefti  flow'rs  her  aweful  figure  crown'd. 

And  fpoke  her  mandate  in  thy  fofter  found. 

E'en  cold  PLilofophy,  whom  later  days 

Saw  thy  mean  rival,  envious  of  thy  praife  ;  I3# 

Who  clos'd  againft  thee  her  ungrateful  arms, 

And  urg'd  her  Plato  to  defame  thy  charms  ; 

She  from  thy  childhood  gain'd  no  fruitlefs  aid, 

From  thee  (he  learnt  her  talent  to  perfuade. 

Gay  Nature  view'd  thee  with  a  fmiling  glance,  135 

The  Graces  round  thee  fram'd  the  frolic  dance  : 

And  well  might  feftive  Joy  thy  favour  court ; 

Thy  fong  turn'd  ftrife  to  peace  and  toil  to  fport. 

Exhaufted  Vigour  at  thy  voice  revived, 

And  Mirth  from  thee  her  deareft  charm  deriv'd.  140 

Triumphant  Love,  in  thy  alliance  bleft, 

Enlarg'd  his  empire  o'er  the  gentle  breaft 

2        »  His 


fep.  I.     ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.  It 

His  torch  aflum'd  new  luftre  from  thy  breath. 

And  his  clear  flame  defied  the  clouds  of  death, 

But  of  the  fplendid  train,  who  felt  thy  fway,  14^ 

Or  drew  exiftence  from  thy  vital  ray. 

Glory,  with  fondeft  zeal,  proclaim'd  thy  might. 

And  hail'd  thee  viftor  of  oblivious  Night. 

Her  martial  trumpet  to  thy  hand  (he  gave, 

At  once  to  quicken  and  reward  the  Brave  :  150 

It  founds — his  blood  the  kindling  Hero  pays, 

A  cheap  and  ready  price  for  thy  eternal  praife  ! 

Tho'  felfifh  Fear  th'  immortal  drain  deride. 

And  mock  the  Warrior's  wifli  as  frantic  pride ! 

Ye  gallant,  haplefs  Dead  of  diftant  time,  155 
Whofe  fame  has  perifh'd  unembalm'd  in  rhyme. 
As  thro'  the  defert  air  your  aflies  fly, 
In  Fancy's  ear  the  namelefs  atoms  cry. 
To  us,  unhappy  !  cruel  Fates  refufe 
The  well-earn'd  record  of  th'  applauding  Mufe.'* 
Blefl:  are  thofe  Chiefs,  who,  blazon'd  on  her  roll,  16 1 
Still  waken  virtue  in  each  kindred  foul  3 

Their 
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Their  bright  exiftence  ftill  on  earth  prolong, 

And  fhlne  for  ever  in  the  deathlefs  fong. 

Yet  oft  Oblivion,  in  a  treacherous  ftiade,  165 

Has  funk  the  tuneful  rites  to  Valour  paid  ; 

Her  palfied  Hps  refufing  to  rehearfe 

The  facred,  old,  traditionary  verfe. 

As  well  the  curieus  eye,  with  keen  defirc, 
Might  hope  to  catch  that  fpark  of  vital  fire,  lyt 
Which  firft  thro'  Chaos  fliot  a  fudden  light, 
And  quicken'd  Nature  in  its  tranfient  flight  j 
As  the  fond  ear  to  catch  the  fleeting  note, 
Which  on  the  ravifli'd  air  was  heard  to  float, 
When  firfl  the  Mufe  her  Epic  drain  began,  175 
And  every  lifl'ning  Chief  grew  more  than  Man. 

But,  as  the  Ruler  of  the  new-born  day 
From  Chaos  rofe,  in  glory's  rich  array  ; 
So  from  deep  (hades,  impenetrably  fl:rong, 
Tbat  fliroud  the  darken'd  world  of  antient  fong,  iSt 
Bright  Homer  burfts,  magnificently  clear, 
The  folar  Lord  of  that  poetic  fphere  > 

Before 


Ep.  I.     ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.  13 
Before  whofe  blaze,  in  wide  luxuriance  fpread, 
Each  Grecian  Star  hides  his  diminifli'd  head  ; 
Whofe  beams  departed  yet  enchant  the  fight,       1 85 
In  Latium's  fofter,  chafte,  reflefted  light. 
Say  ye  !  whofe  curious  philofophic  eye 
Searches  the  depth  where  Nature's  fecrets  lie ; 
Ye,  who  can  tell  how  her  capricious  fit 
Directs  the  flow  and  ebb  of  human  wit,  ig^ 
And  why,  obedient  to  her  quick  command, 
Spring-tides  of  Genius  now  enrich  her  fav'rite  land. 
Now  fink,  by  her  to  different  climes  aflign'd, 
And  only  leave  fome  worthlefs  weeds  behind  ! 
Say  !  why  in  Greece,  unrival'd  and  alone,  195 
The  Sovereign  Poet  gracM  his  Epic  throne  ? 
Why  did  the  realm  that  echoed  his  renown, 
Produce  no  kindred  heir  to  claim  his  crown  ? 
If,  as  the  liberal  mind  delights  to  think, 
Fancy's  rich  flow'rs  their  vital  eflence  drink  zoo 
From  Liberty'^  pure  ftreams,  that  largely  roll 
Their  quickening  virtue  thro'  the  Poet's  foul  j 
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Why,  in  the  period  when  this  Friend  of  Earth 

Made  Greece  the  model  of  heroic  worth, 

And  faw  her  votaries  a6l,  beneath  her  fway,  205 

Scenes  more  fublime  than  Fidlion  can  difplay. 

Why  did  the  Epic  Mufe's  filent  lyre  * 

Shrink  from  thofe  feats  that  fummon'd  all  her  fire  ? 

Or  if,  as  courtly  Theorifts  maintain, 

The  Mufes  revel  in  a  Monarch's  reign  ;  2lQ 

Why,  when  young  Ammon's  foul,  athirft  for  fame, 

Call'd  every  Art  to  celebrate  his  name  ; 

When  ready  Painting,  at  his  fovereign  nod, 

With  aweful  thunder  arm'd  this  mimic  God  5 

Why  did  coy  Poefy,  tho'  fondly  woo'd,  21$ 

Refufe  that  dearer  fmile  for  which  he  fued. 

And  fee  him  fhed,  in  martial  Honour's  bloom, 

The  tear  of  envy  on  Achilles'  tomb  ? 

In  vain  would  Reafon  thofe  nice  queftions  folve, 
Which  the  fine  play  of  mental  powers  involve  ;  220 

•  Ver.  207.    See  N  O  T  E  III, 

In 


Ep.  I.     ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.  15 

In  Bards  of  ancient  time,  with  genius  fraught, 

What  mind  can  trace  how  thought  engendered  thought. 

How  little  hints  awak'd  the  large  defign, 

And  fubtle  Fancy  fpun  her  variegated  line  ? 

Yet  fober  Critics,  of  no  vulgar  note,  ~  ^  225 

But  fuch  as  Learning's  fons  are  proud  to  quote. 

The  progrefs  of  Homeric  verfe  explain, 

As  if  their  fouls  had  lodgM  in  Homer's  brain. 

Laughs  not  the  fpirit  of  poetic  frame. 

However  flightly  warm'd  by  Fancy's  flame,  23O 

When  grave  Boflii  by  Syftem's  ftudied  laws  * 

The  Grecian  Bard's  ideal  pi<3:ure  draws. 

And  wifely  tells  us,  that  his  Song  arofe 

As  the  good  Parfon's  quiet  Sermon  grows  ; 

Who,  while  his  eafy  thoughts  no  prefTure  find  235 

From  hofts  of  images  that  crowd  the  mind,. 

Firft  calmly  fettles  on  fome  moral  text. 

Then  creeps — from  one  divifion— to  the  next  ? 


Ver.  2iu    See  N  0  T  E  IV. 


i6        ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.     Ep.  I. 

Nor,  if  poetic  minds  more  flowly  drudge 

Thro'  the  cold  comments  of  this  Gallic  judge,  240 

Will  their  indignant  fpirit  lefs  deride 

That  fubtle  Pedant's  more  prefumptlve  pride, 

Whofe  bloated  page,  with  arrogance  replete. 

Imputes  to  Virgil  his  own  dark  conceit  j  * 

And  from  the  tortur'd  Poet  dares  to  draw    ^  245 

That  latent  fenfe,  which  Horace  never  faw  ; 

Which,  if  on  folid  proof  more  ftrongly  built, 

Muft  brand  the  injur'd  Bard  with  impious  guilt. 

While  fuch  Dictators  their  vain  efforts  wafte 
In  the  dark  vlfions  of  diftemper'd  Tafte,  250 
Let  us  that  pleafmg,  happier  light  purfue. 
Which  beams  benignant  from  the  milder  few, 
Who,  juftly  confcious  of  the  doubts  that  ftart 
In  all  nice  queftions  on  each  finer  Art, 
With  modefl:  doubt  affign  each  likely  caufe,  255 
But  dare  to  di£late  no  decifive  laws, 

*  Ver.  »44.    See   NOTE  V. 

'Ti$ 
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*Tis  faid  by  one,  who,  with  this  candid  claim,  * 

Has  gain'd  no  fading  wreath  of  Critic  fame, 

Who,  fondly  lift'ning  to  her  various  rhyme, 

Has  mark'd  the  Mufe's  ftep  thro'  many  a  clime;  160 

That,  where  the  fettled  Rules  of  Writing  fpread, 

Where  Learning's  code  of  Critic  Law  is  read, 

Tho'  other  treafures  deck  th'  enlightened  fhore, 

The  germs  of  Fancy  ripen  there  no  more. 

Are  Critics  then,  that  bold,  imperious  tribe  !  265 

The  Guards  of  Genius,  who  his  path  prefcribe  j 

Are  they  like  Vifirs  in  an  Eaftern  court. 

Who  fap  the  Very  power  they  fliould  fupport  ? 

Whofe  fpecious  wiles  the  royal  mind  unnerve, 

And  fink  the  monarch  they  pretend  to  fcrve,  270 

No !  of  their  value  higher  far  I  deem ; 

And  prize  their  ufeful  toil  with  fond  efteem. 

When  Lowth's  firm  fpirit  leads  him  to  explore 

The  hallow'd  confines  of  Hebraic  lore  ; 

♦  Ver.  257.    See  NOTE  VI. 
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When  his  free  pages,  luminous  and  bold,  275 

The  glorious  end  of  Poefy  unfold, 

Aflert  her  powers,  her  dignity  defend. 

And  fpeak  her,  as  flie  is,  fair  Freedom's  friend  ; 

When  thus  he  fhines  his  mitred  Peers  above, 

I  view  his  warmth  with  reverential  love  ;  28a 

Proud,  if  my  verfe.  may  catch  reflected  light 

From  the  rich  fplendor  of  a  mind  fo  bright. 

Bleft  be  the  names,  to  no  vain  fyftem  tied. 
Who  render  Learning's  blaze  an  ufeful  guiie, 
A  friendly  beacon,  rais'd  on  high  to  teach  285 
The  wand'ring  bark  to  fliun  the  fliallow  beach. 
But  O  !  ye  noble,  and  afpiring  few, 
Whofe  ardent  fouls  poetic  fame  purfue, 
Ye,  on  whom  fmiling  Heaven,  perfection's  fource. 
Seems  to  beftow  unlimitable  force,  290 
The  inborn  vigour  of  your  fouls  defend. 
Nor  lean  too  fondly  on  the  firmeft  friend  ! 
Genius  may  fmk  on  Criticifm's  breaft. 
By  weak  dependance  on  her  truth  oppreft, 

Sleto^ 


Ep.  I.  ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.  19 
Sleep  on  her  lap,  and  ftretch  his  lifelefs  length,  295 
Shorn  by  her  foothing  hand  of  all  his  ftrength. 

Thou  wilt  not.  Mason  !  thou,  whofe  generous  heart 
Mufl:  feel  that  Freedom  is  the  foul  of  Art, 
Thou  wilt  not  hold  me  arrogant  or  vain, 
If  I  advife  the  young  poetic  train  300 
To  deem  infallible  no  Critic's  word  ; 
Not  e'en  the  dictates  of  thy  Attic  Hurd  : 
No  !  not  t1^€  Stagyrite's  unqueftion'd  page. 
The  Sire  of  Critics,  fan£tified  by  age  ! 
The  nobleft  minds,  with  folid  reafon  bleft,  305 
Who  feel  that  faculty  above  the  reft. 
Who  argue  on  thofe  arts  they  never  try, 
Exalt  that  Reafon  they  fo  oft  apply. 
Till  in  its  pride,  with  tyrannous  controul, 
It  crufli  the  kindred  talents  of  the  foul ;  3 10 

And  hence,  in  every  Art,  will  fyftems  rife. 
Which  Fancy  muft  furvey  with  angry  eyes  5 
And  at  the  lightning  of  her  fcornful  fmile, 
la  frequent  ruin  finks  the  labour'd  pile. 

C  2  How 
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Howoft,  my  RoMNEY  !  have  I  known  thy  vein  315 
Sv^^ell  w^ith  indignant  heat  and  gen'rous  pain, 
To  hear,  in  terms  both  arrogant  and  tame. 
Some  reas'ning  Pedant  on  thy  Art  declaim  : 
Its  lavi^s  and  limits  vi^hen  his  fovereign  tafte 
With  firm  precifion  has  minutely  trac'd,  32^ 
And  in  the  clofe  of  a  decifive  fpeech 
Pronounc'd  fome  point  beyond  the  Pencil's  reach, 
IIov/  has  thy  Genius,  by  one  rapid  ftroke, 
Refuted  all  the  fapient  things  he  fpoke  ! 
Thy  Canvafs  placing,  in  the  cleareft  light,  325 
His  own  Impoflible  before  his  fight ! 
O  might  the  Bard  who  loves  thy  mental  fire, 
Who  to  thy  fame  attun'd  his  early  lyre. 
Learn  from  thy  Genius,  when  dull  Fops  decide, 
So  to  refute  their  fyftematic  pride  !  330 
Let  him,  at  leaft,  fucceeding  Poets  warn 
To  view  the  Pedant's  lore  with  doubt,  or  fcorn, 
And  e'en  to  queftion,  with  a  fpirit  free, 
Eftabjifli'd  Critics  of  the  firft  degree  ! 

An^ong 
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Among  the  names  that  Judgment  loves  to  pralfe,  335 

The  pride  of  ancient,  ot  of  nlodern  days  ; 

What  Laws  of  Poefy  tan  Learning  fhow 

Above  the  Critic  fong  of  fage  Despreaux  ? 

His  fancy  elegant,  his  judgment  nice, 

His  method  edfy,  and  his  ftyle  concife }  340 

The  Bard  of  Reafon,  with  her  vigour  fraught, 

Her  pureft  do£lrine  he  divinely  taught ; 

Nor  taught  in  vain !  His  precept  clear  and  chafte 

Reform'd  the  errors  of  corrupted  Tafte  5 

Aftd  French  Imagination,  who  Was  bit  345 

By  that  Tarantula,  diftorted  Wit, 

Ceafing  her  antic  gambols  to  rehearfe, 

Bleft  the  pure  magic  of  his  healing  verfe  : 

With  his  loud  fame  applauding  Europe  rung, 

And  his  juft  praife  a  rival  Poet  fung.  35O 

Yet,  had  this  Friend  of  Verfe*devoted  Youth, 

This  tuneful  Teacher  of  Poetic  truth. 

Had  he  but  chanc'd  his  doftrine  to  difFufe 

Ere  Milton  commun'd  with  his  facred  Mufe  j 
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And  could  that  Englifli,  felf-dependant  foul,  355 

Born  with  fuch  energy  as  mocks  controul. 

Could  his  high  fpirit,  with  fubmiffive  awe. 

Have  ftoop'd  to  liften  to  a  Gallic  Law ; 

His  hallow'd  fubjecl,  by  that  Law  forbid  *, 

Might  ftill  have  laid  in  filent  darknefs  hid,  36^ 

And,  this  bright  Sun  not  rifing  in  our  fphere, 

Homer  had  wanted  ftill  his  trite  compeer. 

From  hence  let  Genius  to  himfelf  be  juft^ 
Hence  learn,  ye  Bards,  a  liberal  diftruft  ^ 
Whene'er  ^tis  faid,  by  Syftem's  haughty  Son,  365 
That  what  He  cannot  do,  can  ne'er  be  done, 
*Tis  Fancy's  right  th'  exalted  throne  to  prefs, 
Whofe  height  proud  Syftem  can  but  blindly  guefs. 
Springs,  whofe  exiftence  Ihe  denies,  unlock. 
And  call  rich  torrents  from  t|ie  flinty  rock.  370 
Let  the  true  Poet,  who  would  build  a  name 
In  noble  rivalihip  of  ancient  fame, 

♦  Ver.  359,    See  N  O  T  E  VII. 


When 

/ 
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\Vhen  he  would  plan,  to  triumph  over  Time^ 

The  fplendid  fabric  of  his  lofty  rhyme, 

Let  him  the  pride  of  Conftantine  afllime,  375 

Th'  imperial  Founder  of  the  fecond  Rome, 

Who  fcorn'd  all  limits  to  his  work  affign'd,  * 

Save  by  th'  infpiring  God  who  rul'd  his  mind  ; 

Or,  like  the  fabled  f  Jove,  to  afcertain 

The  doubtful  confines  of  his  wide  domain^  380 

Two  Eagles  let  him  fend  of  equal  wing, 

Whofe  different  flight  hiay  form  a  perfe6l  ring, 

And,  at  the  point  where  Senfe  and  Fancy  meet. 

There  fafely  bold,  and  though  fublime  difcreet. 

His  fame's  foundation  let  him  firmly  lay,  385 

Nor  dread  the  danger  of  difputed  fway  ! 

*  Ver  377.    See  NOTE  VIII. 

f  Jupiter,  ut  perhibent,  fpatium  qiium  difcere  vellet 

Naturae,  regni  nefcius  ipfe  fui, 
Armigeros  utrimque  duos  asqualibus  alis 

Mifit  ab  Eois  Occiduifque  plagis. 
Parnaffus  ge'minos  fertur  junxifle  volatus  ; 

Contulit  alternas  Pythius  axis  aves.  Claudian. 

C  4  Yet, 
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Yet,  if  the  Bard  to  glory  muft  afpire 
By  free  exertion  of  unborrow'd  fire. 
Nor,  like  the  Claffic  Bigot,  vainly  deem 
No  modern  Mufe  can  challenge  juft  efteem,  39(3 
Unlefs  her  robe  in  every  fold  be  preft 
To  fall  precifely  like  the  Grecian  veft  ; 
If  the  blind  notion  he  muft  boldly  fliun. 
That  Beauty's  countlefs  forms  are  only  one, 
And  not,  when  Fancy,  from  her  magic  hoard,  395 
Would  blindly  bring  him  treafures  unexplor'd, 
Snap  her  light  wand,  and  force  her  hand  to  bear 
The  heavier  Compafs,  and  the  formal  Square ; 
Let  him  no  lefs  their  dangerous  pride  decline. 
Who  fingly  critlclfe  their  own  defign.  40^ 
In  that  nice  toil  what  various  perils  lurk  ! 
Not  Pride  alone  may  mar  the  needful  work  ; 
But  foes  more  common  to  the  feeling  nerve, 
Where  Tafte  and  Genius  dwell  with  coy  Referve, 
The  fickly  Doubt,  with  modeft  weaknefs  fraught,  405 
The  languid  Tedium  of  o'erlabourM  thought, 

The 
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The  Pain  to  feel  the  growing  work  behind 
The  finifli'd  model  in  the  forming  mind  ; 
Thefe  foes,  that  oft  the  Poet's  bofom  pierce, 
Thefe  !  that  condemned  to  fir'e  Virgilian  Verfe, 
Prove  that  the  Bard,  a  bold,  yet  trembling  elf. 
Should  find  a  Critic  firmer  than  himfelf. 
But  what  fine  Spirit  will  afTume  the  Judge, 
Patient  thro'  all  this  irkfome  toil  to  drudge  ? 
'Tis  here,  O  Friendfhip  !  here  thy  glories  fhlne 
The  hard,  th'  important  tafk  is  only  thine ; 
For  thou  alone  canft  all  the  powers  unite^ 
That  juftly  make  it  thy  peculiar  right  : 
Thine  the  fixt  eye,  which  at  no  foible  winks  ; 
Thine  the  warm  zeal,  which  utters  all  it  thinks, 
In  thofe  fweet  tones,  that  hafty  Spleen  difarm. 
That  give  to  painful  Truth  a  winning  charm, 
And  the  quick  hand  of  lift'ning  Genius  teach, 
To  grafp  that  excellence  he  burns  to  reach  : 
Thou  fweet  Subduer  of  all  mental  ftrife  ! 
Thou  Source  of  vigour  !  thou  Support  of  life  I 
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Nor  Art  nor  Science  could  delight  or  live. 
Without  that  energy  thy  counfels  give  : 
Genius  himfelf  muft  fink  in  dumb  defpair, 
Unbleft,  uncherifh'd  by  thy  cheering  care,  43d 

Nor  let  the  Bard,  elate  with  youthful  fife, 
When  Fancy  to  his  hand  prefents  the  lyrej 
When  her  ftrong  plumes  his  foaring  fpirit  lift, 
When  Friendfhip,  Heaven's  more  high  and  holy  giftj 
With  zeal  angelic  prompts  his  daring  flight,  435 
And  round  him  darts  her  doubt-difpelling  light  j 
Let  him  not  then,  by  Vanity  betray'd, 
Look  v^ith  unjuft  contempt  on  Learning's  aid  ? 
But,  as  th'  advent'rous  Seaman,  to  attain 
That  bright  renov/n  which  great  Difcoverers  gain^ 
Confults  the  condudl:  of  each  gallant  name,  441 
Who  fail'd  before  him  in  that  chafe  of  Fame, 
Reviews,  with  frequent  glance,  their  ufeful  chart, 
Marks  all  their  aims,  and  fathoms  all  their  art. 
So  let  the  Poet  trace  their  h^ppy  courfc,  445 
So  bravely  emulate  their  mental  force, 

7  Whofff 
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Whofe  daring  fouls,  from  many  a  dilFerent  clime^ 

Have  nobly  ventur'd  on  the  fea  of  Rhyme  ! 

Led  by  no  fear,  his  fwelling  fail  to  flack, 

Let  him,  with  eager  eyes,  purfue  the  track  ^  4511 

Not  like  a  Pirate,  with  infidious  views 

To  plunder  every  veflel  he  purfues. 

But  with  juft  hope  to  find  yet  farther  fhores^ 

And  pafs  each  rival  he  almoft  adores ! 


END    OF  THE  FIRST  EPISTLE. 
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EPISTLE  ir, 

JJAIL,  mighty  Father  of  the  Epic  line, 
Thou  vaft,  prolific,  intelleftual  Mine, 
Whence  veins  of  ancient  and  of  modern  gold, 
The  wealth  of  each  poetic  world,  have  roll'd  ! 
Great  Bard  of  Greece,  whofe  ever-during  Verfe  5 
AU  ages  venerate,  all  tongues  rehearfe  5 

Could 
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Could  blind  idolatry  be  juftly  paid 

To  aught  of  mental  power  by  man  difplay'd, 

To  thee,  thou  Sire  of  foul-exalting  Song, 

That  boundlcfs  worfliip  might  to  thee  belong ;  xo 

For,  as  thy  Jove,  on  his  Olympian  throne, 

In  his  unrivaird  fway  exults  alone, 

Commanding  Nature  by  his  awful  nod, 

In  high  feclufion  from  each  humbler  God  j 

So  fhines  thy  Genius  thro'  the  cloud  of  years,  15 

Exalted  far  above  thy  Pagan  peers  ] 

By  the  rich  fpkndor  of  creative  fire. 

And  the  deep  thunder  of  thy  martial  lyre ; 

The  confcious  world  confeffes  thy  eontroul, 

And  hails  thee  Sovereign  of  the  kindling  foul.  20 

Yet,  could  thy  mortal  fliape  revifit  earth. 
How  would  it  move,  great  Bard  !  thy  fcornful  mirth, 
To  hear  vain  Pedants  to  thy  Verfe  aflign 
Scholaftic  thoughts  that  never  could  be  thine  ; 
To  hear  the  quaint  conceits  of  modern  Pride  25 
JJlafpheme  thy  Fancy  and  thy  Tafle  deride  ? 
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When  thus  in  Vanity's  capricious  fit, 
We  fee  thy  fame  traduc'd  by  Gallic  wit,  * 
We  fee  a  Dwarf,  who  dares  his  foot  to  reft 
On  a  recumbent  Giant's  ample  cheft, 
And,  lifting  his  pert  form  to  public  fight, 
Boafts,  like  a  child,  his  own  fuperior  height. 
But  neither  envious  Wit's  malignant  craft, 
Tho'  arm'd  with  Ridicule's  envenom'd  fhaft. 
Nor  fickle  Fafhion's  more  tyrannic  fway, 
Whofe  varying  voice  the  fons  of  Earth  obey, 
Can  fliake  the  folid  bafe  of  thy  renown. 
Or  blaft  the  verdure  of  thy  Laurel  crown. 
Tho'  Time,  who  from  his  many-colour'd  wings, 
Scatters  ten  thoufand  fhades  o'er  human  things. 
Has  wrought  unnumber'd  changes  fince  thy  birth, 
And  given  new  features  to  the  face  of  earth  ; 
Tho'  all  thy  Gods  who  fliook  the  ftarry  pole, 
Unqueftion'd  Rulers  of  the  Pagan  foul, 

*  Ver.  28.    See  N  O  T  E  I. 


Vol.  Ill, 


D 
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Are  fallen  with  their  fanes,  in  ruin  hurl'd,  45 

Their  worfliip  vanifh'd  from  th'  enlighten'd  world  s 

Still  its  immortal  force  thy  Song  retains, 

StiU  rules  obedient  man  and  fires  his  glowing  veins  5 

For  Nature's  felf,  that  great  and  conftant  power, 

One  and  the  fame  thro'  every  changing  hour,  50 

Gave  thee  each  fecret  of  her  reign  to  pierce. 

And  ftampt  her  fignet  on  thy  facred  Verfe ; 

That  awful  fignet,  whofe  imperial  fway 

No  age  difputes,  no  regions  difobey  j 

For  at  its  fight  the  fubje£l  paffions  ft  art,  55 

And  open  all  the  pafles  of  the  heart. 

^Twas  Nature  taught  thy  Genius  to  difplay 
That  hoft  of  Charafters  who  grace  thy  lay  5 
So  richly  varied  and  fo  vaft  the  ftore, 
Her  plaftic  hand  can  hardly  model  more  ;  60 
-^Twas  Nature,  nobleft  of  poetic  Guides, 
Gave  thee  thy  flowing  Verfe,  whofe  copious  tides 
Gufliing  luxuriant  from  high  Fancy's  fource, 
By  no  vain  art  diverted  in  their  courfe, 

A  With 
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With  fplendid  eafe,  with  fimple  grandeur  roll,  65 
Spread  their  free  wealth,  and  fertilize  the  fouU 

There  are,  whom  blind  and  erring  zeal  betrays 
To  wound  thy  Genius  with  ill-judging  praife  ; 
Who  rafhly  deem  thee  of  all  Arts  the  lire, 
Who  draw  dull  fmoke  from  thy  refplendent  fire,  70 
Pretend  thy  fancied  Miracles  to  pierce. 
And  form  quaint  riddles  of  thy  cleareft  Verfe  ; 
Blind  to  thofe  brighter  charms  and  purer  worth, 
Which  make  thy  Lays  the  lafting  joy  of  earth. 
For  why  has  every  age  with  fond  acclaim  75 
Sweird  the  loud  note  of  thy  increafirtg  fame  ? 
Not  that  cold  Study  may  frorri  thee  deduce 
Vain  codes  of  myftic  lore  and  laws  abftrufe  ; 
But  that  thy  Song  prefents,  like  folar  light, 
A  world  in  aflion  to  th'  enraptur'd  fight ;  86 
That,  with  a  force  beyond  th'  enervate  rules 
Of  tame  Philofophy's  pedantic  Schools, 
Thy  living  Images  infl:ru(Sl:  mankind, 
Mould  the  juft  heart,  and  fire  th'  heroic  mind, 

D  z  E'en 
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E'en  Socrates  himfelf,  that  pureft  Sage,  *  85 

Imbib'd  his  Wifdom  from  thy  moral  page ; 

And  haply  Greece,  the  Wonder  of  the  Earth 

For  feats  of  martial  fire  and  civic  worth, 

That  glorious  Land,  of  nobleft  minds  the  nurfe, 

Owes  her  unrivall'd  race  to  thy  infpiring  Verfe  ;  90 

For  O,  what  Greek,  who  in  his  youthful  vein 

Had  felt  thy  foul-invigorating  ftrain, 

Who  that  had  caught,  amid  the  feftive  throng, 

The  public  leffon  of  thy  patriot  Song, 

Could  ever  ceafe  to  feel  his  bofom  fwell  95 

With  zeal  to  dare,  and  paffion  to  excel. 

In  thee  thy  grateful  country  juftly  prais'd 

The  nobleft  Teacher  of  the  tribes  fhe  rais'd  ; 

Thy  voice,  which  doubly  gave  her  fame  to  laft, 

Form'd  future  Heroes,  while  it  fung  the  paft.  100 

What  deep  regret  thy  fond  admirers  feel, 
That  mythologic  clouds  thy  life  conceal  s 

*  Ver.  85.    See  NOTE  IL 

That,  *\ 
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That,  like  a  diftant  God,  thou'rt  darkly  fhown, 
Felt  in  thy  Works,  but  in  Thyfelf  unknown  ! 
Perchance  the  (hades  that  hide  thy  mortal  days  105 
From  keen  Affedlion's  difappointed  gaze, 
And  that  Idolatry,  fo  fondly  proud, 
With  which  thy  Country  to  thy  genius  bow'd. 
Might  form  the  caufe  why,  kindling  with  thy  fire, 
No  Grecian  rival  ftruck  thy  Epic  lyre ;  iio 
Perchance,  not  feeing  how  thy  fteps  were  trained, 
How  they  the  fummit  of  Parnaflus  gained. 
On  thy  oppreffive  Glory's  flaming  pride 
Young  Emulation  gaz'd,  and  gazing  died. 

The  Mufes  of  the  Attic  Stage  impart  115 
To  many  a  Votary  their  kindred  art ; 
And  flie  who  bids  the  Theban  Eagle  bear 
Her  lyric  thunder  thro'  the  ftormy  air. 
How  high  foe'er  flie  leads  his  daring  flight,  * 
Guides  his  bold  rivals  to  an  equal  height.  120 

*  Ver.  119.    See  NO  TE  III. 

D3  Of 
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Of  all  the  Grecian  Bards  in  Glory's  race, 

^Tis  thine  alone,  by  thy  unequall'd  pace. 

To  reach  the  goal  with  loud  applaufe,  and  hear 

No  ftep  approaching  thine,  no  rival  near. 

Yet  may  not  Judgment,  with  feverc  difdain,  125 

Slight  the  young  Rhodian^s  variegated  ftrain;  * 

Tho'  with  lefs  force  he  ftrike  an  humbler  fhell, 

Beneath  his  hand  the  notes  of  Paffion  fwell. 

His  tender  Genius,  with  alluring  art, 

Difplays  the  tumult  of  the  Virgin's  heart,  130 

When  Love,  like  quiveiring  rays  that  never  reft. 

Darts  thro'  each  vein,  and  vibrates  in  her  breaftc 

Tho'  Nature  feel  his  Verfe,  tho'  fhe  declare 

Medea's  magic  is  ftill  potent  there, 

Yet  Fancy  fees  the  flighted  Poet  rove  135 

In  penfive  anger  thro'  th'  Elyfian  Grove. 

From  Critic  fliades,  whofe  fupercilious  pride 

His  Song  negleded,  or  his  Powers  decried, 

•  Ver.  126.    See  N  O  T  E  IV. 


He 
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He  turns  indignar-t — unoppreft  by  fears, 

Beholdj  he  leeks  the  fentence  of  his  Peers.  140 

See  their  jull  band  his  hoaeft  claim  allow  ! 

See  pleafure  lighten  on  his  laurell'd  brow ! 

He  foars  the  Critic's  cold  contempt  above, 

For  Virgil*  greets  him  with  fraternal  love  ! 

Hail,  thou  rich  Column,  on  whofe  high- wrought  frame 
The  Roman  Mufe  fupports  her  Epic  fame  !  146 
Hail,  great  Magician,  whofe  illufive  charms 
Gave  pleafing  luftre  to  a  Tyrant's  arms. 
To  Jove's  pure  fceptre  turn'd  his  iron  rod. 
And  made  the  Homicide  a  Guardian  God  !  150 
Hail,  wond'rous  Bard,  to  Glory's  temple  led 
Thro'  paths  that  Genius  rarely  deigns  to  tread  j 
For  Imitation,  (he  whofe  lyren  fong 
Betrays  the  fkilful  and  unnerves  the  ftrong,  , 
Preferving  thee  on  her  perfidious  fhore,  155 
Where  many  a  Poet  had  been  wreck'd  before. 
Led  thee  to  heights  that  charm  th'  aftonifli'd  eye. 
And  with  Invention's  heaven  in  fplendor  vie. 

D  4.  As 
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As  Rome  herfelf,  by  long  unwearied  toil, 

Glean'd  the  fair  produce  of  each  foreign  foil ;  l6o 

From  all  her  wide  Dominion's  various  parts 

Borrow'd  their  laws,  their  ufages,  their  arts ; 

Imported  knowledge  from  each  adverfe  zone, 

And  made  the  wifdom  of  the  world  her  own : 

Thy  patient  fpirit  thus,  from  every  Bard  165 

Whofe  mental  riches  won  thy  juft  regard, 

Drew  various  treafure  j  which  thy  fkill  refin'd. 

And  in  the  fabric  of  thy  Verfe  combin'd. 

It  was  thy  glory,  as  thy  fond  defire,  ^ 

To  echo  the  fweet  notes  of  Homer's  lyre  j  170 

But  with  an  art  thy  hand  done  can  reach. 

An  art  that  has  endear'd  the  ftrain  of  each. 

So  the  young  Nymph,  whofe  tender  arms  embrace 

An  elder  Sifter  of  enchanting  grace. 

Though  form'd  herfelf  with  every  power  to  pleafe,  175 

By  genuine  charafter  and  native  eafe, 

Yet  fondly  copies  from  her  favourite  Fair 

He  mien,  her  motion,  her  attradive  air, 
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Her  robe's  nice  fliape,  her  riband's  pleafing  hue, 
And  every  ornament  that  ftrikes  the  view  i  180 
But  flie  difplays,  by  imitative  art, 
So  quick  a  fpirit,  and  fo  foft  a  heart, 
The  graceful  mimic  while  our  eyes  adore. 
We  think  the  model  cannot  charm  us  more  : 
Tho'  feen  together,  each  more  lovely  fliows,  185 
And  by  comparifon  their  beauty  grows. 

Some  Critics,  to  decide  which  Bard  prevails, 
Weigh  them  like  Jove,  but  not  in  golden  fcales  5 
In  their  falfe  balance  th'  injured  Greek  they  raife, 
Virgil  finks  loaded  with  their  heavy  praife,  *  190 
Ingenuous  Bard,  whofe  mental  rays  divine 
Shaded  by  modeft  doubts  more  fweetly  fliine  ; 
Thou  whofe  laft  breath,  unconfcious  of  the  wrong, 
Doom'd  to  defl:ru6lion  thy  fublimeft  Song ; 
How  dull  their  incenfe  in  thy  fight  muft  burn,  195 
How  muft  thy  fpirit  with  abhorrence  turn 

*  Ver.  190*    See  N  O  TE  V. 

Frc«Ti 
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From  their  difgufting  rites,  who  at  thy  flirine 
Blafpheme  thy  Matter's  name,  to  honour  thine  ! 
More  equal  tribute,  in  their  fimpler  flowers, 
The  Poets  offer  to  your  feparate  powers ;  200 
For  all  poetic  eyes  delight  to  view 
^Your  different  forms,  and  with  devotion  due 
In  each  the  radiant  Delphic  God  they  own, 
By  beauteus  majefty  diftindlly  fliown  : 
But  they  behold  the  lofty  Homer  ftand  205 
The  bright  Coloffus  of  the  Rhodian  land,- 
Beneath  whofe  feet  the  waves  fubmillive  roll, 
Whofe  towering  head  appears  to  prop  the  pole ; 
Stupendous  Image  !  grand  in  every  part. 
And  feeming  far  above  the  reach  of  mortal  art.  210 
In  thee,  thou  lovely  Mantuan  Bard,  appear 
The  fofter  features  of  the  Belvidere  ; 
That  finifh'd  grace  which  fafcinates  all  eyes, 
Yet  from  the  copying  hand  elufive  flies : 
Charms  fo  complete,  by  fuch  pure  fpirit  warm'd,  215 
They  make  lefs  perfect  beauty  feem  deformed.  . 

Ohad 
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O  had  thy  Mufe,  whofe  decorating  Ml 
Could  fpread  rich  foliage  o'er  the  leaflefs  hill ; 
Had  fhe,  who  knew  with  niceft  hand  to  frame 
The  fweet  unperifhable  wreaths  of  fame  5  220 
Had  fhe,  exalted  by  a  happier  fate, 
Virtue's  free  Herald,  and  no  Slave  of  State, 
Deck'd  worthier  fhrines  with  her  unfading  flower, 
And  given  to  Freedom  what  fhe  gave  to  Power ; 
Then  with  more  keen  delight  and  warmer  praife  225 
The  world  had  liften'd  to  thy  bolder  lays  ; 
Perchance  had  ow'd  to  thee  (a  mighty  debt) 
Verfe  where  Perfection  her  bright  feal  had  fet. 
Where  Art  could  nothing  blame  and  Nature  nought 
regret. 

Of  coarfer  form,  with  lefs  pathetic  charms,  230 
Hating  with  Stoic  pride  a  tyrant's  arms. 
In  the  keen  fervour  of  that  florid  time 
When  youthful  Fancy  pours  her  hafly  rhyme. 
When  all  the  mind's  luxuriant  flioots  appear, 
Untrimm'd  by  Art^  by  Interefl:,  or  Fear,  235 

See 
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See  daring  Lucan  for  that  wreath  contend, 

Which  Freedom  twines  for  her  poetic  friend. 

'Tis  thine,  thou  bold  but  injur'd  Bard,  'tis  thine  ! 

Tho'  Critic  fpleen  infult  thy  rougher  line  ; 

Tho'  wrong'd  thy  Genius,  and  thy  Name  mifplac'd 

By  vain  diftinftlons  of  faftidious  Tafte  ;  241 

Indignant  Freedom,  with  juft  anger  fir'd, 

Shall  guard  the  Poet  whopfi  herfelf  infpir'd. 

What  tho'  thy  early,  uncorre£led  page 

Betrays  fome  marks  of  a  degenerate  age  ;  245 

Tho'  many  a  tumid  point  thy  vcrfe  contains, 

Like  warts  projefling  from  Herculean  veins  ; 

Tho'  like  thy  Cato  thy  ftern  Mufe  appear. 

Her  manners  rigid,  and  her  frown  auftere ; 

Like  him,  ftill  breathing  Freedom's  genuine  flame, 

Juftice  her  idol.  Public  Good  her  aim,  251 

Well  ftie  fupplies  her  want  of  fofter  art 

By  all  the  fterling  treafures  of  the  heart  y 

By  Energy,  from  Independance  caught. 

And  the  free  Vigour  of  unborrow'd  Thought.  255 

Thou 
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Thou  Bard  moft  injur 'd  by  malicious  fate, 

Could  not  thy  Blood  appeafe  a  tyrant's  hate  ? 

Muft  He,  ftill  gall'd  by  thy  poetic  claim. 

With  falfliood  perfecute  thy  moral  fame  ? 

Shall  Hiftory's  pen,  to  aid  his  vengeance  won,  *  260 

IBrand  thee,  brave  Spirit  !  as  an  impious  Son, 

Who  meanly  fear'd  to  yield  his  vital  flood. 

And  jTought  his  fafety  by  a  Parent's  blood  ? 

Bafe  calumny,  at  which  Belief  muft  halt. 

And  blind  Credulity  herfelf  revolt,  265 

Could  that  firm  Youth  become  fo  vile  a  flave, 

Whofe  voice  new  energy  to  virtue  gave  ; 

Whofe  Stoic  foul  all  abjeft  thoughts  abhorr'd, 

And  own'd  no  fordid  pafHon  as  its  lord ; 

Who  in  the  trying  hour  of  mortal  pain,  270 

While  life  was  ebbing  from  his  open  vein, 

I  Alike  unconfcious  of  Remorfe  and  Fear, 

His  heart  unlhaken,  and  his  fenfes  clear, 

*  Ver.  260.    See  N  O  T  E  VI. 

Smil'd 
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Smird  on  his  doom,  and,  like  the  fabled  bird 
Whofe  mufic  on  Meander's  bank  was  heard,  275 
Form'd  into  tuneful  notes  his  parting  breath. 
And  fung  th'  approaches  of  undreaded  death  ? 
Rife,  thou  wrong'd  Bard  !  above  Detra£tion's  reach, 
,Whofe  arts  in  vain  thy  various  worth  impeach  ; 
^joy  that  fame  thy  fpirit  knew  to  prize,  283 
And  view'd  fo  fondly  with  prophetic  eyes. 
Tho'  the  nice  Critics  of  faftidious  France 
Survey  thy  Song  with  many  a  fcornful  glance, 
And  as  a  Goth  the  kinder  judge  accufe. 
Who  with  their  great  Corneille  commends  thy  Mufe, 
Let  Britain,  eager  as  the  Lefbian  State  286 
To  fhield  thy  Pompey  from  the  wrongs  of  Fate, 
To  thee  with  pride  a  fond  attachment  fliow. 
Thou  Bard  of  Freedom  !  tho'  the  world's  thy  foe. 
As  keenly  fenfible  of  Beauty's  fway,  290 
Let  our  juft  ifle  fuch  generous  honour  pay 

To 
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To  the  fair  partner  of  thy  haplefs  life, 
As  Lefbos  paid  to  Pompey's  lovely  Wife.  * 
Ye  feeling  Painters,  who  with^enius  warm 
Delineate  Virtue  in  her  fofteft  form,  295 
•  Let  Argentaria  on  your  canvafs  fhine,  f 
A  graceful  mourner  at  her  Poet's  flirine  5 
For,  nobly  fearlefs  of  the  Tyrant's  hate. 
She  mourns  her  murder'd  Bard  in  folemn  ftate ; 
With  pious  care  ftie  decks  his  fplendid  tomb,  300 
Where  the  dark  Cyprefs  fheds  its  foothing  gloom, 
There  frequent  takes  her  folitary  ftand. 
His  dear  Pharfalia  in  her  faithful  hand  ; 
That  hand,  whofe  toil  the  Mufes  ftill  rehearfe, 
Which  fondly  copied  his  unfinifh'd  Verfe.  305 
See,  as  (he  bends  before  his  recent  urn, 
See  tender  Grief  to  Adoration  turn  ! 
O  lovely  Mourner  !  could  my  Song  beftov/ 
Unfading  glory  on  thy  generous  woe, 


*  Ver.  293.  See  N  O  T  E  VII. 
t  Ver.  196.    See  N  O  T  E  VIII, 
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Age  after  age  thy  virtue  fhould  record,  310 
And  thou  fhould'fl:  live  immortal  as  thy  Lord. 
Him  Liberty  fliall  crown  with  endlefs  praife, 
True  to  her  caufe  in  Rome's  degenerate  days  ; 
Him,  like  his  Brutus,  her  fond  eye  regards, 
And  hails  him  as  the  laft  of  Roman  Bards.  315 

END  OF  THE  SECOND  EPISTLE. 
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T^LEST  be  the  hand  that  with  a  generous  care, 

To  the  bright  Crown  which  Learning  loves  to  wear^ 
Reftofes  the  Gem,  whofe  luftre,  faint  and  pale, 
Died  in  the  fold  of  dark  Oblivion's  veiL 
Such  praife,  O  Mas6n  !  to  the  Bard  is  due,  5 
In  whofe  fraternal  guard  thy  Genius  grew  ; 
O'er  whofe  untimely  grave  thy  Lyre  has  paid 
Its  juft  devotion^o  a  Brother's  (hade  : 

E  2  And 
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And  thus  hereafter  fliall  the  Britifli  Mufe, 
In  Memory's  fane  the  falreft  tablet  chufe,  10 
To  bid  her  fons  your  blended  names  admire, 
The  pride  of  Friendfhip's  as  of  Fancy's  choir. 

Thy  modeft  Gray,  folicitous  to  pierce 
The  dark  and  diftant  fource  of  modern  Verfe, 
By^ftrings  untried  firft  taught  his  Englifli  Lyre  15 
To  reach  the  Gothic  Harp's  terrific  fire  : 
The  North's  wild  fpectres  own  his  potent  hand, 
And  Hell's  nine  portals  at  his  voice  expand  i 
With  new  exiftence  by  his  Verfe  endued, 
See  Gothic  Fable  wakes  her  fhadowy  brood,  20 
Which,  in  the  Runic  rhymes  of  many  a  Scald. 
With  pleafing  dread  our  Northern  fires  appall'd. 

Ye  brave  Progenitors,  ye  vigorous  Source 
Of  modern  Freedom  and  of  Europe's  force, 
While  your  rude  minds,  athirft  for  martial  ftrife,  25 
Mock'd  all  the  meaner  arts  of  polifli'd  life. 
The  Mufe  ftill  led  you  by  her  magic  clue, 
And  from  your  favage  ftrength  new  vigor  drew. 

In 
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In  War's  dire  field  your  dauntlefs  Bards  appear'd, 
Aloft  their  animating  harps-  they  rear'd,  30 
Pour'd  through  the  charging  hofl  their  potent  ftrain, 
And  fwell'd  the  fiery  flood  in  Valop's  vein. 

Souls  thus  infpir'd,  in  every  fcene  elate, 
Defied  the  utmoft  rage  of  adverfe  fate; 
In  tort'ring  death  the  Royal  Captive  fang,  35 
And  fmiles  of  triumph  hid  his  mortal  pang.* 
Thus  to  brave  Odin's  Songs,  our  Northern  fire. 
Rude,  early  framer  of  the  modern  Lyre, 
Fierce  Freedom  gave  an  energy  fublime, 
Parent  and  Guardian  of  the  Gothic  Rhyme,  40 

While  nurtur'd  in  the  North's  protefling  arms. 
The  modern  Mufe  difplay'd  her  infant  charms, 
Like  Jove's  undaunted  Child  her  fpirit  glow'd, 
And  force  Herculean  in  her  cradle  fliew'd  ; 
IJer  native  fcene  in  roughnefs  fhe  furpaft,  45 
Her  breath  tempeftuous  as  the  Northern  blafl: : 

Ver.  36.    See  N  O  T  E  I. 

E  3  But, 
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But,  when  to  fofter  climes  the  vagrant  flew, 
And  bafk'd  beneath  a  (ky  of  azure  hue  ; 
When  for  her  throne  the  flowery  South  fhe  chofe, 
And  form'd  her  crown  of  the  Provencal  Rofe  ; 
W^rm'd  by  a  brighter  Sun's  relaxing  beams, 
She  tun'd  her  alter'd  voice  to  tender  themes  ; 
Here  her  gay  form  a  gaudier  drefs  aflumes, 
And  fliines  in  Chivalry's  imperial  plumes  ; 
Her  votaries  wear  proud  Honor's  myflic  glove, 
And  every  lyre  refounds  Rornantic  Love  ; 
Save  when,  to  burft  Oppreflion'sjmental  chain, 
Keen  Satire  mingles  with  this  gallant  train, 
Strikes  Prieftly  pride  with  Wit's  vindictive  fl^fh, 
And  galls  the  ghoftly  Tyrant  with  her  lafh,* 
Afraid  of  Poefy's  expanfive  flood, 
Thefe  early  Bards  along  the  (hallows  feud 
In  fome  light  fkiff ;  for  on  the  depths  untried 
JJo  full-trimm'd  vefTel  floats  in  Epic  pride, 


♦  Ver,  60.    5e^  N  O  T  E  II, 
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As  infants,  eager  for  regard,  abouad  65 
In  fportive  eftorts  of  uncertain  found, 
Before  their  little  artlefs  lips  can  reach 
The  harder  elements  of  perfeft  fpeech  ; 
So  the  young  language  of  each  modern  clime 
Rofe  by  prelufive  lays  to  lofty  rhyme.  70 
Thro'  many  an  age,  while,  in  the  Convent  bred. 
O'er  the  chill'd  mind  fcholaftic  darknefs  fpread, 
Thofe  keener  Spirits,  who  from  Nature  caught 
The  warmth  that  kindles  to  Poetic  thought, 
Betray'd,  Ambition  !  by  thy  blind  defire,  75 
Struck  with  ill-fated  zeal  the  Latian  lyre,* 
Tho'  Difcord's  hand  the  jarring  firings  had  croft, 
And  all  the  fweetnefs  of  their  tone  was  loft. 

At  length,  fair  Italy,  luxuriant  land, 
Where  Art's  rich  flowers  in  earlieft  bloom  expand,  §0 
Thy  daring  Dante  his  wild  Vifion  fung,  f 
And  rais'd  to  Epic  pomp  his  native  Tongue, 

*  Ver.  76,  See  NOTE  III. 
fVcr.  Si,    See    NOTE  IV, 

^  4  Pown 
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Down  Arno's  ftream  his  new-formM  mufic  floats. 

The  proud  vale  echoing  with  his  Tufcan  notes. 

See  the  bold  Bard  now  fink  and  now  afcend,  85 

Wherever  Thought  can  pierce  or  Life  extend  5 

In  his  wide  circuit  from  Hell's  drear  abyfs, 

Thro'  purifying  fcenes  to  realms  of  perfedt  blifs, 

He  feems  begirt  with  all  that  airy  throng, 

Who  brighten  or  debafe  the  Poet's  fong,  90 

Sublimeft  Fancy  now  direds  his  march 

To  opening  worlds,  through  that  infernal  arch 

O'er  whofe  rough  fummit  aweful  words  are  read. 

That  freeze  each  entering  foul  with  hopelefs  dread. 

Now  at  her  bidding  his  ftrong  numbers  flow,  95 

And  rend  the  heart  at  Ugolino's  woe  ; 

While  Nature's  glory-giving  tear  bedews 

A  tale  unrivall'd  by  the  Grecian  Mufe. 

Now  to  thofe  notes  that  milder  grief  infpire. 

Pathetic  Tendcrnefs  attunes  his  lyre,  i©0 

Which,  foft  as  murmurs  of  the  plaintivp  dove, 

Tells  the  fad  ifiiie  of  illicit  love. 

But 
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But  all  the  worfe  companions  of  his  way 
Soon  into  different  founds  his  du£l:ile  voice  betray : 
*  Satiric  Fury  now  appears  his  gnide,  105 
Thro'  thorny  Paths  of  Enmity  and  Pride ; 
Now  quaint  Conceit  his  wand'ring  fteps  mifleads 
Thro'  all  the  hideous  forms  that  Folly  breeds  ; 
Now  Prieftly  Dullnefs  the  loft  Bard  enfhrouds 
In  cold  confufion  and  fcholaftiQ  clouds.  1 10 

Unequal  Spirit !  in  thy  various  ftrain, 
With  all  their  influence  Light  and  Darknefs  reign ; 
In  thy  ftrange  Verfe  and  wayward  Theme  alike 
New  forms  of  Beauty  and  Diforder  ftrike  ; 
Extremes  of  Harmony  and  Difcord  dwell,  115 
The  Seraph's  mufic  and  the  Demon's  yell  ! 
The  patient  Reader,  to  thy  merit  juft, 
with  tranfport  glows,  and  fliuddcrs  with  difgufl* 
Thy  Failings  fprung  from  thy  difafrrous  time  ; 
Thy  ftronger  Beauties  from  a  foul  fublimc,  120 
Whofe  vigor  burft,  like  the  volcano's  flame. 
From  central  darknefs  to  the  fphere  of  fame. 
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Of  gentler  mind,  and  with  a  heart  to  feel 
The  fondeft  warmth  of  emulativ^e  zeal, 
Thy  feftive  Scholar,  who  ador'd  thy  Lays,  125 
And  gracM  thy  Genius  with  no  fcanty  praife. 
The  gay  Boccacio,  tempts  th'  Italian  Mufe  * 
More  varied  notes  and  different  themes  to  chufe ; 
Themes  which  her  voice  had  dar'd  not  yet  to  found. 
Valor's  heroic  feats  by  Beauty  crown'd.  130 
Sweet  was  the  glowing  Song  ;  but,  ftrange  to  tell. 
On  his  bold  lyre  Oblivion's  (hadows  fell ; 
His  richer  Tales  engrofs'd  the  World's  regard. 
And  the  bright  Novelift  eclips'd  the  Bard. 

In  following  ages,  when  Italia's  fhore  135 
Blaz'd  with  the  rifmg  light  of  Claffic  lore. 
Stern  Syftem  led,  from  her  new-founded  fchool, 
A  Poet  fafliion'd  by  her  rigid  rule  : 
Behold  my  Son  !  (his  fapient  Tut'refs  cried) 
Who  throws  the  bonds  of  Gothic  rhyme  afide  ;  140 

•  Ver.  127.    S€C  N  O  T  E  V. 

10  For 
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For  whom  thefe  hands  the  Grecian  Lyre  new  ftrung : 

She  fpoke  exulting,  and  Trissino  fung,  * 

In  his  cold  Verfe  he  kept  her  Critic  laws, 

While  Pedants  own'd  their  pow'r,  and  yawn'd  applaufe. 

Indignant  Fancy,  who  with  fcorn  furvey'd  145 
The  fleepy  honors  to  proud  Syftem  paid. 
Smiling  to  fee  that  on  her  rival's  brow 
The  Poppy  lurk'd  beneath  the  Laurel  bough, 
Refolv'd  in  fportive  triumph  to  difplay 
The  rich  extent  of  her  fuperior  fway  :  IS^  ^ 

From  Necromancy's  hand,  in  happieft  hour, 
She  caught  the  rod  of  vifionary  power  ; 
And  as  aloft  the  magic  wand  fhe  rais'd, 
A  peerlefs  Bard  with  new  effulgence  blaz'd, 
Born  every  law  of  Syftem  to  difown,  155 
And  rule  by  Fancy's  boundlefs  power  alone. 
High  in  mid  air,  between  the  Moon  and  Earth, 
The  Bard  of  Pathos  now,  and  now  of  Mirth, 

♦  Vcr.  14a.    See  N  O  T  E  VI. 

Pois'd 
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Pois'd  with  his  lyre  between  a  GriiEn's  wings, 

Her  fportive  darling,  Ariosto,  fings.  i6i> 

As  the  light  cloud,  whofe  varying  vapors  fly, 

Driven  by  the  zephyr  of  the  evening  fky, 

Fixes  and  charms  the  never- wearied  view. 

By  taking  every  fiiape  and  every  hue ; 

So,  by  Variety's  fupreme  controul,  165 

His  changeful  numbers  feize  the  willing  fouL 

Enchanted  by  his  Song,  Attention  fits, 

"N^ith  features  catching  every  caft  by  fits. 

Like  the  fond  infant,  in  whofe  tender  brain 

Young  Senfibility  delights  to  reign  ;    '  170 

While  rapid  Joy  and  Pain  each  other  chafe 

Thro'  the  foft  mufcles  of  its  April  face. 

In  vain  the  flaves  of  Syftem  would  difcard 

From  Glory's  claffic  train  this  airy  Bard  ; 

Delighted  Nature  her  gay  fav'rite  crown'd,  175 

And  Envy's  clamour  in  her  plaudit  drown'd. 

Severe  Morality,  to  cenfure  mov'd, 

His  wanton  Lyre  with  jufter  blame  reprov'd  ; 

But 
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But  his  fweet  Song  her  anger  fo  begull'd, 

That,  ere  flie  finifli'd  her  reproof,  fhe  ftnil'd.  i8o 

Of  charter  fire,  a  rival  name  fucceeds, 
Whofe  bold  and  glowing  hand  Religion  leads : 
In  folemn  accent,  and  In  facred  ftate. 
With  claffic  lore  and  Chrlftian  zeal  elate, 
Sweetly  pathetic,  and  fublimely  ftrong,  185 
Tasso  begins  his  more  majeftic  fong ; 
The  Mufe  of  Slon,  not  implor'd  in  vain, 
Guides  to  th'  impafllon'd  foul  his  heavenly  ftrain. 
Blufli,  BoiLEAU,  blufh,  and  for  that  pride  atone, 
Which  flander'd  Genius  far  above  thy  own ;  190 
And  thou,  great  Injur'd  Bard,  thy  ftation  claim 
Amid  the  Demi-gods  of  Epic  name  ; 
Heir  to  a  mantle  by  the  Mufes  fpun. 
Of  a  Poetic  Sire  the  more  poetic  Son.  * 

Nor,  tho'  juft  Fame  her  richer  palm  devote  195 
To  the  high  founding  lyre  of  ferious  note, 

*  Ver.  194..    See   NOTE  VII. 

Shall 
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Shall  gay  Tassoni  want  his  feftive  crown,  * 
Who  banifll'd  from  the  Mufe  her  aweful  frown, 
Arid  tuning  to  light  themes  her  lofty  ftyle, 
O'er  her  grave  features  fpread  a  comic  fmiie.  200 

Such  variolas  SonSj  of  Epic  fire  pofleft, 
Italia  fofler'd  on  her  feeling  breaft. 

Spain  whofe  bold  genius  with  misjudging  pride 

O'crfteps  true  glory  by  too  large  a  ftride, 

Claims  higher  merit  from  one  Poet's  birth,  205 

Who  rivals  all  the  different  Bards  of  earth  : 

With  more  than  Niobe's  parental  boaft. 

She  calls  her  fmgle  Son  himfelf  an  Hoft, 

And  raflily  judges  that  her  Vega's  lyre  f  - 

Is  equal  to  the  whole  Aonian  quire.  210 

Impetuous  Poet  !  whofe  full  brain  fupplied 

Such  floods  of  Verfe,  and  in  fo  quick  a  tide, 

Their  rapid  fwell,  by  its  unrivall'd  height, 

Pleas'dj  yet  produc'd  more  wonder  than  delight : 

♦  Ver.  197.    See  NOTE  VriL 
t  Ver.  209.    See  NOTE  IX, 

Thcf 
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Tho*  thy  free  rhyme  from  Fancy's  fountain  gufli,  215 

And  with  the  grandeur  of  the  torrent  rufh. 

Its  troubled  ftreams  in  dark  diforder  roam. 

With  all  the  torrent's  noife  and  all  its  foam. 

To  Emulation  fir'd  by  Tasso's  ftrain. 

Thy  fplrit  quitted  the  dramatic  plain  22b 

To  feek  thofe  Epic  heights,  fublimely  calm, 

Whence  he  had  pluck'd  his  Idumean  palm  ; 

But,  vainly  ftruggling  in  a  ta(k  too  hard^ 

Sunk  at  the  feet  of  that  fuperior  Bard, 

Brave  Spaniard !  ftill  thy  wounded  pride  confolc  j  225 

Time  (hall  not  ftrike  thy  name  from  Glory's  roll, 

On  which  thy  generous  and  fraternal  hand 

Emblaz'd  each  brother  of  thy  tuneful  band  ; 

Thy  Mufe  fliall  fhare  the  praife  flie  joy'd  to  give, 

And  while  thy  language  lafts  tjiy  fame  ftiall  live.  230 

Perchance,  tho'  ftrange  the  paradox  may  feem, 

That  fame  had  rifen  with  a  brighter  beam. 

Had  radiant  Fancy  lefs  enrich'd  thy  mind  : 

Her  lavilh  wealth,  for  wifer  ufe  defign'd, 

Ruin'i 
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Ruin'd  the  Poet  by  its  fplendid  lure,  235 
As  India's  mines  have  made  his  country  poor. 
With  warmth  more  temperate,  and  in  notes  more 
clear, 

That  with  Homeric  richnefs  fill  the  ear. 

The  brave  Ercilla  founds,  with  potent  breath,  * 

His  Epic  trumpet  in  the  fields  of  death.  240 

In  fcenes  of  Savage  war  when  Spain  unfurl'd 

Her  bloody  banners  o'er  the  weftern  world. 

With  all  his  Country's  virtues  in  his  frame, 

Without  the  bafe  alloy  that  ftain'd  her  name. 

In  Danger's  camp  this  military  Bard,  245 

Whom  Cynthia  faw  on  his  no£lurnal  guard. 

Recorded,  in  his  bold  defcriptive  lay. 

The  various  fortune  of  the  finifli'd  day ; 

Seizing  the  pen  while  Night's  calm  hours  aflfbrd 

A  tranfient  flumber  to  his  fatiate  fword,  250 

With  noble  juftice  his  warm  hand  beftows 

The  meed  of  Honour  on  his  valiant  foes. 

*  Ver.  239.    See  N  O  TE  X. 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er  precluded,  by  his  generous  aim, 

From  high  pretenfions  to  inventive  fame, 

His  ftrongly-colour'd  fcenes  oftanguine  ftiife,  255 

His  fofter  pidures  caught  from  Indian  life, 

Above  the  vifionary  forms  of  art, 

Fire  the  avi^aken'd  mind  and  melt  the  heart. 

Tho'  fierceft  tribes  her  galling  fetters  drag, 
Proud  Spain  muft  ftrike  to  Lufitania's  flag,  260 
Whofe  ampler  folds,  in  confcious  triumph  fpread. 
Wave  o'er  her  Naval  Poet's  laureate  head. 
Ye  Nymphs  of  Tagus,  from  your  golden  cell,. 
That  caught  the  echo  of  his  tuneful  fliell. 
Rife,  and  to  deck  your  darling's  flirine  provide  265 
The  richeft  treafures  that  the  deep  may  hide : 
From  every  land  let  grateful  Commerce  fhower 
Her  tribute  to  the  Bard  v^ho  fung  her  pov/er ; 
As  thofe  rich  gales,  from  whence  his  Gam  A  caught 
A  pleafing  earneft  of  the  prize  he  fought,  270 
The  balmy  fragrance  of  the  Eaft  difpenfe. 
So  fteals  his  Song  on  the  delighted  fenfe, 

Vol.  III.  F  Aftonlihing, 
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Aftonifhing,  with  fweets  unknown  before, 
Thofe  who  ne'er  tafted  but  of  claffic  lore. 
Immortal  Bard  !  thy  name  with  Gama  vies,  275 
Thouj  like  thy  Hero,  vith  propitious  (kies 
The  fail  of  bold  adventure  haft  unfurl'd, 
And  in  the  Epic  ocean  found  a  world. 
'Twas  thine  to  blend  the  Eagle  and  the  Dove, 
At  once  the  Bard  of  Glory  and  of  Love  :  *  280 
Thy  thanklefs  Country  heard  thy  varying  lyre 
To  Petrarch's  Softnefs  melt,  andfweMto  Homer's 
Fire  ! 

Boaft  and  lament,  ungrateful  land,  a  Name, 
In  life,  in  death,  thy  honour  and  thy  ftiame. 

Thou  nobler  realm,  whom  vanity  betrays  285 
To  load  thy  letter'd  fons  with  lavifli  praifc  j 
Where  Eulogy,  with  one  eternal  fmile,  f 
Heaps  her  faint  rofes  in  a  withering  pile  : 

*  Ver.  280.'  See  N  O  T  E  XI. 
t  Vcr.  287.    See  NOTE  XII. 

A  City 
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A  City  milk-maid,  on  the  firft  of  May, 

Who,  pertly  civil,  and  abfurdly  gay,  290 

Forms  her  dull  garland  in  fantaftic  ftate, 

With  ill-adjufted  flow'rs  and  borrow'd  plate. 

Canll:  thou,  felf-flattering  France,  with  juftice  vaunt 

One  Epic  laurel  as  thy  native  plant  ? 

How  oft  a  Gallic  hand,  with  childifli  fire,  295 

Has  rattled  Difcord  on  th'  heroic  lyre, 

While  their  dull  aid  afTociate  Critics  bring, 

And  vainly  teach  the  ufe  of  every  firing  ! 

In  Morals,  as,  with  many  an  empty  boaft, 

They  pradtife  virtue  leaft  who  preach  it  moft;  30& 

So,  haughty  Gallia,  in  thy  Epic  fchool. 

No  great  Examples  rife,  but  many  a  Rule.  * 

Yet,  tho'  unjuft  to  Tasso's  nobler  lays. 

Keen  Boileau  flial!  not  want  his  proper  praifej  f 

He,  archly  waving  his  fatiric  rod  305 

Thro'  the  new  path  which  firft  Tassoni  trod^ 

*  Ver.  302.  See  NOTE  XIIL 
t  Vcr*  304.    See  NOTE  XIV, 

F  2  Pu/fued 
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Purfued  his  fportive  march  in  happy  hour, 

And  pluck'd  from  Satire's  thorn  a  feftive  flower. 

His  facerdotal  War  fliall  wake  delight. 

And  fmiles  in  Gravity  herfelf  excite,  310 

While  Canons  live  to  quarrel  or  to  feafl:, 

And  gall  can  tinge  the  fpirit  of  a  Prieft. 

Nor,  gentle  Cresset,  fhall  thy  fprightly  rhyme  * 
Ceafe  to  enchant  the  lift'ning  ear  of  Time  ^ 
In  thee  the  Graces  all  their  powers  inftill,  315 
To  touch  the  Epic  chords  with  playful  fkilU 
The  haplefs  Parrot  whom  thy  lays  endear. 
In  piety  and  woe  the  Trojan's  peer  5 
His  heart  as  tender,  and  his  love  more  pure, 
Shall,  like  iEneas,  live  of  fame  fccure  ;  32* 
While  female  hands,  with  many  a  tender  word, 
Stroke  the  foft  feathers  of  their  fav'rite  bird. 

Yet  not  in  childifh  fport,  or  trifling  joy. 
Do  Gallic  Fair- ones  all  their  hours  employ  : 

*  Ver.  313.    Sec  NOTE  XV. 

Sec 
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See  lovely  Boccage,  in  ambition  ftrong,  *  325 

Build,  with  afpiring  aim,  her  Epic  Song  ! 

By  Glory  fir'd,  her  rofy  lips  rehearfe 

Thy  feats,  Columbus,  in  unborrow'd  Verfe. 

If  this  new  Mufe  in  War's  dire  field  difplays 

No  Grecian  fplendor,  no  Homeric  blaze,  330 

Attractive  ftill,  tho'  not  in  pomp  array'd, 

She  charms  like  Zama,  in  her  Verfe  portray'd ; 

Whofe  form  from  drefs  no  gorgeous  pride  alTumes, 

Clad  in  a  fimple  zone  of  azure  plumes, 

England's  d^ar  gueft  !  this  Mufe  of  Gallia  caught 

From  our  infpiring  Ifle  her  ardent  thought  5  336 

Here  firft  (he  ftrove  to  reach,  with  vent'rous  hope, 

Milton's  chafte  grandeur,  and  the  grace  of  Pope  3; 

And  fweetly  taught,  in  her  mimetic  ftrain. 

The  Songs  of  Britain  to  the  Banks  of  Seine,  34P 

But  fee  !  with  wounded  Pride's  indignant  glance, 
The  angry  Genius  of  prefuming  France 

*  Vpr.  325.    See  N  O  TE  XVI. 

^  3  From 
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From  ancient  flirines  their  Epic  wreaths  would  tear, 
To  fwell  the  glory  of  her  great  Voltaire.  * 

O,  form'd  in  Learning's  various  paths  to  fliine, 
Encircled  from  thy  birth  by  all  the  Nine,  346 
On  thee,  bleft  Bard,  thefe  rivals  feem'd  to  ftiower 
Their  various  attributes  and  blended  power  ! 
But,  when  their  lofty  leader  bade  thee  frame 
The  rich  Heroic  fong  on  Henry's  fame,  350 
Sarcaftic  Humour,  trifling  with  her  lyre. 
Took  from  th'  infpiring  Mufe  her  folemn  fire. 
No  more  herfpirit  like  the  Eagle  fprings, 
Or  rides  the  buoyant  air  with  balanc'd  wings  : 
Tho'  rapid  ftill,  to  narrow  circuits  bound,  355 
^he,  like  the  darting  Swallow,  fkims  the  ground. 
Thy  Verfe  difplays,  beneath  an  Epic  name, 
Wit's  flinty  Spark,  for  Fancy's  folar  Flame. 
While  yet  thy  hand  the  Epic  chords  embrac'd, 
With  playful  fpirit,  and  with  frolic  hafle,  360 

Ver.  34.4.    See  N  O  T  E  XVII. 

Such 
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Such  lively  founds  thy  rapid  fingers  drew, 

And  thro'  the  feftive  notes  fo  lightly  flew. 

Nature  and  Fancy  join'd  their  charms  to  fwell. 

And  laughing  Humour  crown'd  thy  new  Pucelle ; 

But  the  chafte  Mufes,  ftartled  at  the  found,  365 

Amid  thy  fprightly  numbers  blufh'd  and  frown'd  ; 

With  decent  anger,  and  becoming  pride, 

Severer  Virtue  threw  the  Song  afide  j 

While  Juftice  own'd  it,  with  a  kinder  glance. 

The  wittieft  Levity  of  wanton  France.  370 

Now,  graver  Britain,  amiably  feverc, 
To  thee,  with  native  zeal,  to  thee  I  fteer  ; 
My  vent'rous  bark,  its  foreign  circuit  o'er. 
Exulting  fprings  to  thy  parental  fliore. 

Thou  gorgeous  Qiieen,  who,  on  thy  filvery  coaft, 
Sitteft  encircled  by  a  filial  hoft,  37^ 
And  feeft  thy  fons,  the  jewels  of  thy  crown, 
Blaze  with  each  varying  ray  of  rich  renown  ; 
If  with  juft  love  I  hold  their  Genius  dear, 
I^ament  their  hardlhips,  and  their  fame  revere,  380 
.    F4  Obid 
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O  bid  thy  Epic  Mufe,  with  honour  due, 
Range  her  departed  Champions  in  my  view  ! 

See,  on  a  party-colour'd  fteed  of  fire, 
With  Humour  at  his  fide,  his  trufty  Squire, 
Gay  Chaucer  leads — in  form  a  Knight  of  old,  385 
And  his  ftrong  armour  Is  of  fteel  and  gold 
But  o'er  it  age  a  cruel  ruft  has  fpread, 
And  made  the  brilliant  metals  dark  as  lead. 

Now  gentle  Spenser,  Fancy's  fav'rite  Bard, 
Awakes  my  wonder  and  my  fond  regard  ;  393 
Encircling  Fairies  bear,  in  fportive  dance, 
His  adamantine  fliield  and  magic  lance ; 
While  Allegory,  draft  with  myftic  art, 
Appears  his  Guide  ;  but,  promifing  to  dart 
A  lambent  glory  round  her  lift'ning  Son,  395^ 
She  hides  him  in  the  web  herfelf  has  fpun. 

Ingenuous  Cowley,  the  fond  dupe  of  Wit, 
Seenis  like  a  vapour  o'er  the  field  to  flit  ^ 
In  David's  praife  he  ftrikcs  fome  Epic  notes, 
But  foon  down  Lethe's  ftream  their  dying  murmur  floats. 

While 
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While  Cowley  vanifli'd  in  an  amorous  riddk,  401 
Up  rofe  the  frolic  Bard  of  Bear  and  Fiddle : 
His  fmile  exhilarates  the  fullcn  earth, 
Adorning  Satire  in  the  mafk  of  Mjrth  : 
Taught  by  his  Song,  Fanatics  ceafe  their  jars,  405 
And  wife  Aftrologers  renounce  the  Stars. 
Unrivaird  Butler  !  bleft  with  happy  fkill 
To  heal  by  comic  verfe  each  ferlous  ill. 
By  Wit's  ftrong  flaflies  Reafon's  light  difpenfe, 
And  laugh  a  frantic  nation  into  fenfe !  41^ 

Apart,  and  on  a  facred  hill  retir'd, 
Beyond  all  mortal  infpiration  fir*d, 
The  mighty  Milton  fits — an  hofl:  around 
Of  lift'ning  Angels  guard  the  holy  ground  ; 
Amaz'd  they  fee  a  human  form  afpire  415 
To  grafp  with  daring  hand  a  Seraph's  lyre, 
Inly  irradiate  with  celeftial  beams, 
Attempt  thofe  high,  thofe  foul-fubduing  themes, 
(Which  humbler  Denizens  of  Heaven  decline) 
And  celebrate,  with  fan6lity  divine,  420 

The 
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The  ftarry  field  from  warring  Angels  won, 

And  God  triumphant  in  his  Vidtor  Son, 

Nor  lefs  the  wonder,  and  the  fweet  delight, 

His  milder  fcenes  and  fofter  notes  excite. 

When  at  his  bidding  Eden's  blooming  grove  425 

Brfcathes  the  rich  fweets  of  Innocence  and  Love, 

With  fuch  pure  joy  as  our  Forefather  knew 

When  Raphael,  heavenly  gueft,  firft  met  his  view. 

And  our  glad  Sire,  within  his  blifsful  bower, 

Drank  the  pure  converfe  of  th'  rethereal  Power,  430 

Round  the  bleft  Bard  his  raptur'd  audience  throng. 

And  feel  their  fouls  imparadis'd  in  fong. 

Of  humbler  mien,  but  not  of  mortal  race. 
Ill-fated  Dryden,  with  Imperial  grace, 
Gives  to  th'  obedient  lyre  his  rapid  laws  ;  435 
Tones  yet  unheard,  with  touch  divine,  he  draws, 
The  melting  fall,  the  rtfmg  fwell  fublime, 
And  all  the  magic  of  melodious  rhyme. 
See  with  proud  joy  Imagination  fpread 
A  wreath  of  honor  round  his  aged  head  !  440 

But 
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But  two  bafe  Speftres,  tho'  of  difFerent  hue, 
The  Bard  unhappy  in  his  march  purfue  ; 
Two  vile  difgraceful  Fiends,  of  race  accurft, 
Conceived  by  Spleen,  by  meagre  Famine  nurll, 
Malignant  Satire,  mercenary  Praife,  445 
Shed  their  dark  fpots  on  his  immortal  bays* 

Poor  Davenant  march'd  before,  with  nobler  aim, 
His  keen  eye  fix'd  upon  the  palm  of  Fame, 
But  cruel  Fortune  doom'd  liim  to  rehearfe 
A  Theme  ill-chofen,  in  ill-chofen  Verfe.  450 

Next  came  Sir  Richard,  but  in  woeful  pligh^ 
Dryden's  Led-horfe  firft  threw  the  lucklefs  Knight, 
He  rofe  adventurous  ftill — O  who  may  count 
How  oft  he  tried  a  dilFerent  Steed  to  mount  1 

/ 

Each  angry  fteed  his  awkward  rider  flung  s  455 
Undaunted  ftill  he  fell,  and  falling  fung. 

But  iEfculapius,  who,  with  grief  diftreft. 
Beheld  hi^  offspring  made  a  public  jefl-, 
Soon  bade  a  livelier  Son  with  mirth  efface 
The  fliame  he  fufFer'd  from  Sir  Richard's  cafe.  460 
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Swift  at  the  word  his  fprightly  Garth  began 
To  make  an  *  helmet  of  a  Clofe-ftool  Pan  5 
An  Urinal  he  for  his  trumpet  takes, 
And  at  each  blaft  he  blows  fee  Laughter  fliakes  ! 

Yet  peace— new  mufic  floats  on  ^Ether's  wings  ; 
Say,  is  it  Harmony  herfelf  who  fings  ?  466 
No  !  while  enraptur'd  Sylphs  the  Song  infpire, 
^Tis  Pope  who  fweetly  wakes  the  filver  lyre 
To  melting  notes,  more  mufically  clear 
Than  Ariel  whifper'd  in  Belinda's  ear,  47a 
Too  foon  he  quits  them  for  a  (harper  tone ; 
See  him,  tho'  form'd  to  fill  the  Epic  throne, 
Decline  the  fceptre  of  that  wide  domain. 
To  bear  a  Lidlor's  rod  in  Satire's  train ; 
And,  flirouded  in  a  mift  of  moral  fpleen,  f  475 
Behold  him  clofe  the  vifion^ry  fcene  ! 

•  And  his  high  helmet  was  a  Clofe-ftool  Pan, 

Dispensary. 

t  Ver.  4.7  5,    See  N  O  T  E  XVIII. 
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EPISTLE  IV. 

j^AYj  generous  Power,  benignant  Nature,  fay. 

Who  temp'reft  with  thy  touch  our  human  clay, 
Warming  the  fields  of  Thought  with  genial  care, 
The  various  fruits  of  mental  growth  to  bear ; 
Shall  not  thy  vot'ries  glow  with  juft  difdain,  5 
When  Sloth  or  Spleen  thy  bounteous  hand  arraign  ? 

Art 


•* 


8o      ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.     Ep.  IV. 

Art  thou  the  Niggard  they  pretend  thou  art, 

A  grudging  Parent  with  a  Stepdame's  heart ; 

And  doft  thou  (bed,  with  rare,  reludant  toil, 

Bright  Fancy's  germens  in  the  mental  foil  ?  lO 

Is  Genius,  thy  fweet  Plant  of  richeft  power, 

Whofe  dearly-priz'd  and  Iong-expe£led  flower 

More  tardy  than  the  Aloe's  bloom  appears, 

Ordain'd  to  blow  but  in  a  thoufand  years  ? 

Perifli  the  fickly  thought — let  thofe  who  hold         1 5 

Thy  quick'ning  infiuence  fo  coy,  fo  cold. 

Calmly  the  habitable  earth  furvey. 

From  time's  firfl:  sera  to  the  paffing  day ; 

In  what  rude  clime,  beneath  what  angry  (kies, 

Have  plants  Poetic  never  dar'd  to  rife  ?  2Q 

In  torrid  regions,  where  'tis  toil  to  think, 

Where  fouls  in  flupid  eafe  fupinely  fink ; 

And  where  the  native  of  the  defert  drear 

Yields  to  blank  darknefs  half  his  icy  year  j 

In  thefe  unfriendly  fcenes,  where  each  extreme  25 

Of  heat  and  cold  forbids  the  mind  to  teem. 

Poetic 
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Poetic  bloflbms  into  Being  ftart, 
Spontaneous  produce  of  the  feeling  heart. 

Can  we  then  deem  that  in  thofe  happier  lands, 
Where  every  vital  energy  expands  ;  30 
Where  Thought,  the  golden  harveft  of  the  mind, 
Springs  into  rich  luxuriance,  unconfin'd ; 
That  in  fuch  foils,  vs^ith  mental  weeds  o'ergrown, 
The  feeds  of  Pocfy  were  thinly  fown  ? 

Shall  we  deny  the  labor  of  the  fwain,  35 
Who  to  the  cultur'd  earth  confides  the  grain, 
If  all  the  vagrant  harpies  of  the  air 
From  its  new  bed  the  pregnant  treafure  tear ; 
If,  when  fcarce  rifing,  with  a  ftem  infirm, 
It  dies  the  vicSlim  of  the  mining  worm  ;  40 
If  mildew,  riding  in  the  eaftern  guft. 
Turns  all  its  ripening  gold  to  fable  duft  ? 

Thefe  foes  combinM  (and  with  them  who  may  cope?) 
Are  not  more  hoftile  to  the  Farmer's  hope. 
Than  Life's  keen  paffions  to  that  lighter  grain  45 
Of  Fancy,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  infant  brain. 

Vol.  III.  G  Pleafure^ 
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Pleafiire,  the  rambling  Bird  !  the  painted  Jay  ! 
May  fnatch  the  richeft  feeds  of  Verfe  away ; 
Or  Indolence,  the  worm  that  winds  with  art 
Thro'  the  clofe  texture  of  the  cleaneft  heart,  5* 
May,  if  they  haply  have  begun  to  flioot, 
'   With  partial  mifchief  wound  the  fick'ning  root ; 
Or  Avarice,  the  mildew  of  the  foul. 
May  fweep  the  mental  field,  and  blight  the  whole ; 
Nay,  the  meek  errors  of  the  modeft  mind,  55 
To  its  own  vigor  diffidently  blind, 
And  that  cold  fpleen,  which  falfely  has  declar'd 
The  powers  of  Nature  and  of  Art  impaired. 
The  gate  that  Genius  has  unclosM  may  guard. 
And  rivet  to  the  earth  the  rifing  Bard  :  60 
For  who  wiU  quit,  tho'  from  mean  aims  exempt, 
The  cares  that  fummon,  and  the  joys  that  tempt 
In  many  a  lonely  ftudious  hour  to  try 
Where  latent  fprings.of  Poefy  may  lie  ; 
Who  will  from  focial  eafe  his  mind  divorce,  65 
Tq  prove  in  Art's  wide  field  its  fecret  force. 
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If,  blind  to  Nature's  frank  parental  love, 

He  deems  that  Verfe,  defcended  from  above, 

Like  Heaven's  more  facred  figns,  whofe  time  is  o'er, 

A  gift  miraculous,  conferr'd  no  more  ?  70 

O  Prejudice  !  thou  bane  of  Arts,  thou  peft, 
Whofe  ruffian  powers  the  free-born  foul  arreft  ; 
Thou  who,  dethroning  Reafon,  dar'ft  to  frame 
And  iflue  ijiy  proud  laws  beneath  her  name  ; 
Thou  Coafter  on  the  intelleftual  deep,  y5 
Ordering  each  timid  bark  thy  courfe  to  keep  ; 
Who,  left  fome  daring  mind  beyond  thee  fteer, 
Haft  rais'd,  to  vouch  thy  vanity  and  fear, 
Herculean  pillars  where  thy  fail  was  furl'd) 
And  nam'd  thy  bounds  the  Limits  of  the  World.  80 
Thou  braggart,  Prejudice,  how  oft  thy  breath 
Has  dooni'd  young  Genius  to  the  lhades  of  death  ! 
How  often  has  thy  voice,  with  brutal  fire 
Forbidding  Female  hands  to  touch  the  lyre, 
Deny'd  to  Woman,  Nature's  fav'rite  child,  85 
The  right  to  enter  Fancy's  opening  wild ! 

G  2  Bl«ft 
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Bleft  be  this  fmiling  hour,  when  Britain  fees 

Her  Fair-ones  cancel  fuch  abfurd  decrees. 

In  one  harmonious  group,  with  graceful  fcorn. 

Spring  o'er  the  Pedant's  fence  of  wither'd  thorn,  90 

And  reach  Parnaffian  heights,  where,  laurel-crown'd, 

This  fofter  Quire  the  notes  of  triumph  found  ; 

Where  Seward,  leader  of  the  lovely  train, 

Pours  o'er  heroic  tombs  her  potent  ftrain  ; 

Potent  to  footh  the  honor'd  dead,  and  dart  95 

Congenial  virtue  thro'  each  panting  heart ; 

Potent  thro'  fpirits  mafculine  to  fpread 

Poetic  jealoufy  and  envious  dread. 

If  Love  and  Envy  could  in  union  reft. 

And  rule  with  blended  fway  a  Poet's  breaft  :  10^ 

The  Bards  of  Britain,  with  unjaundic'd  eyes, 

Will  glory  to  behold  fuch  rivals  rife. 

Proceed,  ye  Sifters  of  the  tuneful  Shell,* 

Without  a  fcruple,  in  that  Art  excel, 

•  Ver.  103,   See  NOTE  L 

Which 
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Which  reigns,  by  virtuous  Pleafure's  foft  controul, 
In  fweet  accordance  with  the  Female  foul ;  i«6 
Pure  as  yourfelves,  and,  like  your  charms,  defign'd 
To  blefs  the  earth,  and  humanize  mankind. 

Where'er  that  Parent  of  engaging  thought, 
Warm  Senfibility,  like  light,  has  taught  1 10 

The  brightening  mirror  of  the  mind  to  fhew 
Nature's  refledted  forms  in  all  their  glow  ; 
Where  in  full  tides  the  fine  afFedlions  roll, 
And  the  warm  heart  invigorates  the  foul  5 
In  that  rich  fpot,  where  winds  propitious  blow,     1 15 
Culture  may  teach  poetic  Fame  to  grow. 
Refin'd  Invention  and  harmonious  Rhyme, 
Are  the  flow  gifts  of  Study  and  of  Time  ; 
But  to  the  Bard  whom  all  the  Mufes  court. 
His  Sports  are  ftudy,  and  his  Studies  /port.  120 
E'en  at  this  period,  when  all  tongues  declare 
Poetic  talents  are  a  gift  moft  rare, 
Unnumber'd  Spirits,  in  oizr  generous  ifle, 
Are  ripening  now  beneath  kind  Nature's  fmile, 

G  3  Whom 
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Whom  happy  care  might  lead  to  lading  fame,  125 
And  art  ennoble  with  a  Poet's  name. 

Not  that  'tis  granted  this  high  prize  to  gain 
By  light  efFufions  of  a  fportive  vein. 
The  idle  Ballad  of  a  fummer's  morn, 
The  child  of  Frolic,  in  a  moment  born  :  I3C^ 
Who  views  fuch  trifles  with  a  vain  regard. 
But  ill  deferves  the  mighty  name  of  Bard  ^ 
In  difPrent  tints  fee  virtuous  Cresset  trace 
The  genuine  fpirit  of  Poetic  race  : 

*  Let  the  true  Bard  (this  pleafing  Poet  fings)  135 
Bid  his  fair  fame  on  ftrcng  foundations  reft  ; 

His  be  each  honor  that  from  Genius  fprings, 
Efteem'd  by  Judgment,  and  by  Love  careft  ; 

His 

*  Je  veux  qu'epns  trun  nom  plus  legitime. 
Que  non  content  de  fe  voir  eftime. 
Par  Ton  Genie  un  Amant  de  la  rime 
Empoite  encor  le  plaifir  d'etre  aime: 
$ 

Qua*aux 
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His  the  Ambition,  that  in  climes  unknown, 

Where'er  his  wand'ring  volume  may  extend,  140 
Where'er  that  Pidlure  of  his  mind  is  fliewn, 
In  every  Reader  he  may  find  a  Friend. 

Be  it  his  aim  to  dart  the  living  ray 
Of  pureft  pleafure  o'er  th'  enlighten'd  earth  ; 

And  in  fweet  union  let  his  v^orks  difplay  145 
The  Poet's  fancy  and  the  Patriot's  worth. 

Thus  far,  O  Cresset,  on  thefe  points  agreed. 
My  foul  profefles  thy  Poetic  Creed  ; 
Tho'  the  foft  languor  of  thy  fong  I  blame, 
Which  prefent  eafe  prefers  to  future  fame,  150 
Thy  nobler  maxims  I  with  pride  embrace. 
That  Verfe  ftiou'd  ever  rife  on  Virtue's  bafe, 

Qu'aux  regions  a  lui  meme  inconnues 

Ou  voleront  fes  gracieux  ecrits, 
A  ce  tableau  de  fes  moeurs  ingenues, 

Tous  fes  Le6teiirs  deviennent  fes  Amis : 

Que  dilTipant  le  prejuge  vulgaire, 

II  montre  enfin  que  fans  crime  on  peut  plalrCj 

Et  reunir,  par  un  heureux  lien, 

L'  Auteur  charmant  et  le  vrai  Citoycn. 

G4  And 
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And  every  mafter  of  this  matchlefs  art 

Exalt  the  Spirit,  and  improve  the  Heart ; 

And  many  a  Youth,  now  rifing  into  Man,  155 

Might  build  his  glory  on  this  noble  plan, 

With  latent  powers  to  make  the  ftrudture  laft 

Till  Natjure  dies,  and  Time  itfelf  be  paft  : 

But  O,  how  intricate  the  chances  Jurk, 

Whofe  power  may  drive  him  from  the  doubtful  work  ! 

Of  the  ftrong  minds  by  chafte  Ambition  nurft,  161 

Who  burn  to  rank  in  Honor's  line  the  firft, 

One  leaves  the  Lyre  to  feize  the  martial  crown, 

And  one  may  drop  it  at  a  Parent's  frown ; 

For  ftill  with  fcorn,  which  anxious  fear  inflames,  165 

Parental  care  'gainft  Pbefy  declaims  ! 

Fly,  fly,  my  fon,  (the  fond  advifer  criesj 
*^  That  thorny  path,  where  every  peril  lies  ; 
Oh  !  be  not  thou  by  that  vain  Art  betray'd, 
Whofe  pains  are  Subfl:ance,  and  whofe  joys  are  Shade 
"  Mark,  in  the  Mufes'  miferable  throng,  171 
What  air-built  vifions  cheat  the  Sons  of  Song  ! 

"This 
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"  This  is  a  leflbn  taught  in  every  ftreet, 
"  And  Bards  may  read  it  at  c«ch  Stall  they  meet : 
"  Take  the  firft  book,  behold  in  many  a  page  175 
"  What  promifes  of  life  from  ap;e  to  age  5 
The  Poet  fwears  himfelf  he  ne'er  fhall  die, 
A  troop  of  rhyming  friends  fupport  the  lie  : 
Yet  fee  how  foon  in  Lethe's  ftream  expire 
"  This  leading  Bard  and  his  attendant  Quire,  180 
"  And  round  thefe  boards,  their  unexpe£led  bier, 
"  Their  ghofts  breathe  wifdom  in  the  palling  ear : 
<^  For  Stalls,  like  Church-yards,  moral  truth  fupply, 
"  And  teach  the  vifionary  Bard  to  die, 
"  If  prefent  fame,  thy  airy  hope,  be  gain'd,  185 
"  By  vigils  purchas'd,  and  by  toil  maintained, 
"  What  bafe  alloy  muft  fink  the  doubtful  prize, 
"  Which  Envy  poifons,  and  which  Spleen  denies  I 
"  Obferve  what  ills  the  living  Bard  attend, 
"  Negleft  his  lot,  and  Penury  his  end  !  190 
Behold  the  world  unequally  requite 
Two  Arts  that  minifler  to  chafte  delight. 
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Twin-fifters,  who  with  kindred  beauty  ftrike, 
In  fortune  difFerent,  as  in  charms  alike : 

^  Painting,  fair  Danae  !  has  her  Golden  fhower, 

"  But  Want  is  Poesy's  proverbial  dower.  196 
See,  while  with  brilliant  genius,  ill  applied, 

"  The  noble  Rubens  flatters  Royal  pride, 

^  Makes  all  the  Virtues,  who  abjur'd  him,  wait 
On  abjeft  James,  in  allegoric  ftate  ;  20G 
O'er  the  bafe  Pedant  his  rich  radiance  flings^ 

"  And  deifies  the  meaneft  of  our  Kings ; 
His  Son  rewards,  and  Honor  owns  the  deed. 
The  fplendid  Artift  with  a  princely  meed. 

"  Now  turn  to  Milton's  latter  days,  and  fee  205 
How  Bards  and  Painters  in  their  fate  agree  j 

"  Behold  him  fell  his  heaven-illumin'd  page, 
Mirac'Ious  child  of  his  deferted  age, 

"  For  fuch  a  pittance,  fo  ignobly  flight. 

As  wounded  Learning  bluflies  to  recite  !  *      2 id 
^  If  changing  times  fuggeft  the  pleafmg  hope, 
That  Bards  no  more  with  adverfe  fortune  cope ; 
*  Ver  210.    See  NOTE  II. 

«  That 
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That  in  this  alter'd  clime,  where  Arts  increafe, 

"  And  make  pur  pplifli'd  Ifle  a  fecond  Greece ; 

«  That  now,  if  Poefy  proclaims  her  Son,  215 

"  And  challenges  the  wreath  by  Fancy  won  ; 
Both  Fame  and  Wealth  adopt  him  as  their  heir, 

"  And  liberal  Grandeur  makes  his  life  her  care  ; 
From  fuch  vain  thoughts  thy  erring  mind  defend. 
And  look  on  Chatterton's  difaftrous  end.  220 
Oh,  ill-ftarr'd  Youth,  whom  Nature  form'd,  in  vain, 

"  With  powers  on  Pindus'  fplendid  height  to  reign ! 
O  dread  example  of  what  pangs  await 

"  Young  Genius  ftruggling  with  malignant  fate  ! 

"  What  could  the  Mufe,  who  fir'd  thy  infant  frame 
With  the  rich  promlfe  of  Poetic  fame  ;  226 

"  Who  taught  thy  hand  its  magic  art  to  hide, 

"  And  mock  the  infolence  of  Critic  pride  ; 

What  cou'd  her  unavailing  cares  oppofe, 
"  To  fave  her  darling  from  his  defperate  foes ;  23a 
"  From  preffin^  Want's  calamitous  controul. 
And  Pride,  the  fever  of  the  ardent  foul  ? 

Ah, 
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Ah,  fee,  too  confcious  of  her  failing  power, 
"  She  quits  her  Nurfling  in  his  deathful  hour  ! 
"  In  a  chill  room,  within  whofe  wretched  wall  235 

No  cheering  voice  replies  to  Mifery's  call ; 
^  Near  a  vile  bed,  too  crazy  to  fuftain 
"  Misfortune's  wafted  limbs,  eonvuls'd  with  pain, 

On  the  l)are  floor,  with  heaven-direfted  eyes. 

The  haplefs  Youth  in  fpeechlefs  horror  lies  !  24^ 
"  The  pois'nous  vial,  by  diftradiion  drain'd. 

Rolls  from  his  hand,  in  wild  contortion  ftrainM ; 

Pale  with  life-wafting  pangs,  its  dire  efFeft, 

And  ftung  to  madnefs  by  the  world's  negleft. 

He,  in  abhorrence  of  the  dangerous  Art,  ,  245 
"  Once  the  dear  idol  of  his  glowing  heart, 
"  Tears  from  his  Harp  the  vain  detefted  wires, 

And  in  the  frenzy  of  Defpair  expires  ! 

"  Pernicious  Poefy  I  thy  baleful  fway 
"  Exalts  to  weaken,  flatters  to  betray;  250 

When  thy  fond  Votary  has  to  thee  refign'd 
"  The  captive  powers  of  his  deluded  mind, 

Fantaftic 
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"  Fantaftic  hopes  his  fwelling  breaft  inflame, 
"  Tempeftuous  paflions  tear  his  fliatter'd  frame, 

Which  finks ;  for  round  it  feas  of  trouble  roar,  255 
"  Admitting  agony  at  every  pore  j 

While  Dullnefs,  whom  ho  tender  feelings  check, 
"  Grins  at  his  ruin,  and  enjoys  the  wreck  ; 
"  Seen  thro'  the  mift  which  clouds  her  heavy  eyes, 
"  The  faults  of  Genius  fwell  to  double  fize,  260 
"  His  generous  faults,  which  her  bafe  pride  makes 
known, 

"  Infulting  errors  fa  unlike  her  own. 

"  Far  then,  my  Son,  far  from  this  Syren  fteer ; 
"  Or,  if  her  dulcet  fong  muft  charm  thy  ear, 
"  Let  Reafon  bind  thee,  like  the  Greek  of  yore,  265 
"  To  catch  her  mufic,  but  efcape  her  fliore  ; 
For  never  (hall  the  wretch  her  power  can  feize, 
Regain  the  port  of  Fortune,  or  of  Eafe.'* 
Parental  Fear  thus  warns  the  filial  heart, 
From  this  alluring,  this  infidious  Art ;  2^0 
But,  wounded  thus  by  keen  Invedlive's  edge, 
Say,  can  the  Mufe  no  juft  defence  alledge  ? 

In 
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In  ftriking  contraft  has  Ihe  not  to  paint  I 
Her  profp'rous  Hero,  as  her  murdelr'd  Saint  ?  '-^ 
'Tis  true,  flie  oft  has  fruitlefs  vigils  kept,  275  * 

And  oft,  with  unavailing  forrow,  wept  ^ 
Her  injur'd  Vot'ries,  doom'd  to  quit  the  earth  ^ 
In  the  ftiarp  pangs  of  ill-requited  worth. 
Ye  noble  Martyrs  of  poetic  name, 

^'  Blifs  to  your  Spirits,  to  your  Mem'ries  Fame  !"  286  j. 
JBy  gen'rous  Honor  be  yoiir  toil^  rever'd,  J 
To  grateful  Nature  be  your  names  endear'd ! 
To  all  who  Pity's  feeling  nerve  poflefsj  I 
Doubly  endear'd  by  Undeferv'd  diftrefs.  : 

But,  to  relieve  the  pain  your  wrongs  awake^     285  t 
O  let  the  Mufe  her  brighter  records  take^ 
Review  the  crown  by  living  Merit  won, 
And  fliare  the  triumph  of  each  happier  Son- 

If  the  young  Bard  who  ftarts  for  Glory's  goal, 
Can  fate  with  prefent  fame  his  ardent  foul,  296 
Poetic  ftdry  can  with  truth  atteft 
This  rareftj  richeft  prize  in  life  pofleft* 

See 
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See  the  gay  Poet  of  Italia's  fliofe, 

Whom  with  fond  zeal  her  feeling  foils  adore, 

Pafs,  while  his  heart  with  exultation  beats,  2^5 

Poetic  Mantua's  applauding  ftrcets  ! 

See  him,  while  Juftice  fmiles,  and  Envy  fnarls. 

Receive  the  Laurel  from  Imperial  Charles  !  * 

And  lo,  th*  unfading  Gift  ftill  fhines  above 

Each  perifliable  mark  of  Royal  Love.  30# 

If  humbler  views  the  tuneful  mind  inflame. 
If  to  be  rich  can  be  a  Poet's  aim. 
The  Mufe  may  fliew,  but  in  a  different  clime, 
Wealth,  the  fair  produce  of  applauded  Rhyme. 
Behold  the  fav'rite  Bard  of  lib'ral  Spain,  JOJ 
Her  wond'rous  Vega,  of  exbauftlefs  vein  j 
From  honefl:  Poverty,  his  early  lot. 
With  honor  fullied  by  no  Vicious  blof^ 
Behold  him  rife  on  Fortune's  glittering  wings, 
And  almoft  reach  the  opulence  of  Kings  j  31^ 

*  Ver.  ^98.    See  N  O  TE  III. 
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The  high-foul'd  Nobles  of  his  native  land 

Enrich  their  Poet  with  fo  frank  a  hand  ! 

For  him  Pieria's  rock  with  treafure  teems. 

For  him  her  fountains  gufti  with  golden  ftreams ;  * 

And  ne'er  did  Fortune,  with  a  love  more  juft,  315 

Her  fplendid  ftores  to  worthier  hands  entruft  j 

For  with  the  pureft  current,  wide  and  ftrong, 

His  Charity  furpaft  his  copious  Song. 

If  the  Enthufiaft  higher  hope  purfues, 
If  from  his  commerce  with  th'  infpiring  Mufe  326 
He  feeks  to  gain,  by  no  mean  aims  confined, 
Freedom  of  thought  and  energy  of  mind  ; 
To  raife  his  fpirit,  with  setherial  fire^ 
Above  each  little  want  and  low  defire  ; 
O  turn  where  Milton  flames  with  Epic  rage,  ^i^ 
Unhurt  by  poverty,  unchill'd  by  age  : 
Tho'  danger  threaten  his  declining  day, 
Tho*  clouds  of  darknefs  quench  his  vifual  ray^ 

*  Ver.  314.    See  NOTE  IV. 

The 
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The  heavenly  Mufe  his  hallow'd  fpirit  fills  * 
With  raptures  that  furmount  his  matchlefs  ills  ;  330 
From  earth  (he  bears  him  to  bright  Fancy's  goal, 
And  diftant  fame  illuminates  his  foul  ! 

Too  oft  the  wealthy,  to  proud  follies  born, 
Have  turn'd  from  lettered  Poverty  v^ith  fcorn. 
Dull  Opulence  !  thy  narrov^^  joys  enlarge;  335 
To  fhield  weak  Merit  is  thy  nobleft  charge  : 
Search  the  dark  fcenes  where  drooping  Genius  lies. 
And  keep  from  forrieft  fights  a  nation'^  eyes. 
That,  from  expiring  Want's  reproaches  free, 
Our  generous  country  may  ne'er  weep  to  fee  34^ 
A  future  Chatterton  by  poifon  dead. 
An  Otway  fainting  for  a  little  bread. 

If  deaths  like  thefe  deform'd  our  native  ifle, 
Some  Englifli  Bards  have  bafk'd  in  fortune's  fmile. 
Alike  in  Station  and  in  Genius  bleft,  345 
By  Knowledge  prals'*d,  by  Dignity  careflr. 
Pope's  happy  Freedom,  all  bafe  wants  above, 
Flow'd  from  the  golden  ftream  of  Public  Love ; 

Vol.  hi,  H  That 
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Tli§t  richeft  antidote  the  Bard  can  feize, 

To  fave  his  fpirit  from  its  worft  difeafe,  3S# 

From  mean  Dependancc,  bright  Ambition's  bane, 

Which  blufliing  Fancy  ftrives  to  hide  in  vain. 

To  Pope  the  titled  Patron  joy'd  to  bend. 

Still  more  ennobled  when  proclaimed  his  friend  ; 

For  him  the  hands  of  jarring  Fa£lion  join  355 

To  heap  their  tribute  on  his  Homer's  flirinc. 

Proud  of  the  frank  reward  his  talents  find. 

And  nobly  confcious  of  no  venal  mind, 

With  the  juft  world  his  fair  account  he  clears, 

And  owns  no  debt  to  Princes  or  to  Peers.  36# 

Yet,  while  our  nation  feels  new  thirft  arife 
For  that  pure  joy  which  Pocfy  fupplies, 
Bards,  whom  the  tempting  Mufe  enlifts  by  ftealth. 
Perceive  their  path  is  not  the  road  to  wealth, 
To  honorable  wealth,  young  Labor's  fpoil,  365 
The  due  reward  of  no  inglorious  toil ; 
Whofe  wclUearn'd  comforts  nobleft  minds  engage, 
The  juft  afylum  of  declining  age  ; 

£lf€ 


tf.  IV.   ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.  99 

Elfe  had  we  (een  a  warm  Poetic  Youth 
Change  Fiftion^s  rofcs  for  the  thorns  of  Truth,  370 
From  Fancy*s  realm,  his  native  field,  withdraw. 
To  pay  hard  homage  to  feverer  Law  ? 

Q  thou  bright  Spirit,  whom  the  Afian  Mufil 
Had  fondly  fteepM  in  all  her  fragrant  dews. 
And  o*er  whofe  early  Song,  that  mental  feaft,  375 
She  breathed  the  fweetnefs  of  the  rifled  Eaft  ; 
Since  independant  Honor's  high  controul 
Detach'd  from  Poefy  thy  ardent  foul, 
To  feek  with  better  hopes  Perfuafion's  feat, 
Bleft  be  thofe  hopes,  and  happy  that  retreat !  38# 
Which  with  regret  all  Britifli  Bards  muft  fee. 
And  mourn  a  Brother  loft  in  lofmg  thee. 

Nor  leads  the  Poet's  path  to  that  throngM  gate 
Where  crouching  Priefts  on  proud  Preferment  wait ; 
Where,  while  in  vain  a  thoufand  vot'ries  fawn,    385  ' 
She  robes  her  fav'rite  few  in  hallow'd  Lawn : 
Elfe,  liberal  Mason,  had  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
The  Ward  of  Virtue  as  the  Heir  of  Fame, 

Hz  U 
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In' lifts  of  mitred  Lords  been  ftill  unread. 

While  Mitres  drop  on  many  a  Critic's  head  ?  390 

Peace  to  all  fuch,  whofe  decent  brows  may  bear 

Thofe  facred  honors  plac'd  by  Learning  there; 

May  juft  refpecS:  from  brutal  infult  guard 

Their  Crown,  unenvied  by  the  genuine  Bard  ! 

Let  Poefy,  embelli(h*d  by  thy  care,  S95 

Pathetic  Mason  !  with  juft  pride  declare. 

Thy  breaft  rtiuft  feel  a  more  exulting  fire. 

Than  Pomp  can  give,  or  Dignity  infpire. 

When  Nature  tells  thee  that  thy  Verfe  imparts 

The  thrill  of  pleafure  to  ten  thoufand  hearts;  40* 

And  often  has  flie  heard  ingenuous  Youth, 

AccomplifliM  Beauty,  and  unbiafs'd  Truth, 

Thofe  faithful  harbingers  of  future  fame. 

With  tender  intereft  pronounce  thy  name 

With  lively  gratitude  for  joy  refin'd,  405 

Gift  of  thy  Genius  to  the  feeling  mind. 

Thefe  arc  the  hongrs  which  the  Mufe  confers, 

The  raiiant  Crown  of  living  light  is  her's ; 
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And  on  thy  brow  flie  gave  thofe  gems  to  blaze. 
That  far  outfhine  the  Mitre's  tranfient  r^ys  ;  410 
Gems  that  fliall  mock  malignant  Envy's  breath. 
And  fliine  ftlll  brighter  thro'  the  (hades  of  death. 

For  me,  who  feel,  whene'er  I  touch  the  lyre. 
My  talents  fink  below  my  proud  defire ; 
Who  often  doubt,  and  fometimes  credit  give,  415 
When  Friend's  afTure  me  that  my  Verfe  will  live ; 
Whom  health  too  tender  for  the  buftling  throng 
Led  into  penfive  fliade  and  foothing  fong  ; 
Whatever  fortune  my  unpolifh'd  rhymes 
May  meet,  in  prefent  or  in* future  times,  420 
Let  the  bleft  Art      grateful  thoughts  employ, 
Which  fooths  my  forrow  and  augments  my  joy;  , 
Whence  lonely  Peace  and  focial  Pleafure  fprings. 
And  Friendftiip,  dearer  than  the  fmile  of  Kings  ! 
While  keener  Poets,  queruloufly  proud,  425 
Lament  the  Ills  of  Poefy  aloud,  ' 
And  magnify,  with  Irritation's  2;eal, 
Thofe  common  evils  we  too  ftrongly  feel, 

H3  The 
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The  envious  Comment  and  the  fubtle  Style 

Of  fpecious  Slander,  ftabbing  with  a  fmile ;  430 

Frankly  I  wifli  to  mak^  her  BlelEngs  known, 

And  think  thofc  Bleffings  for  her  Ills  atone  ; 

Kor  wou'd  my  honeft  pride  that  praife  forego, 

Which  makes  Malignity  yet  more  my  foe. 

If  heart- felt  pain  e'er  led  me  to  accufe  4  J5 

The  dangerous  gift  of  the  alluring  Mufi^ 
•Twas  in  the  moment  when  my  Verfc  impreft 
Some  anxious  feelipgs  on  a  Mother's  breaft, 

O  thou  fond  Spirit,  who  with  pride  haft  fmil'd, 
And  frown'd  with  fear,  on  thy  poetic  child,  440 
Pleas'd,  yet  alarm'd,  when  in  his  boyifli  time 
He  figh'd  in  numbers,  or  he  laugh'd  in  rhyme ; 
While  thy  kind  cautions  warn'd  him  to  beware 
Of  Penury,  the  Bard^s  perpetual  fnare  5 
Marking  the  early  temper  of  his  foul,  445 
Carelefs  of  wealth,  nor  fit  for  bafe  controul 
Thou  tender  Saint,  to  whom  he  owes  much  mor« 
Than  ever  Child  to  Parent  ow'd  before, 
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In  life's  firft  feafon,  when  the  fever's  flame 

Shrunk  to  deformity  his  fliriveird  frame,  450 

And  turn'd  each  fairer  image  in  his  brain 

To  blank  confufion  and  her  crazy  train, 

*Twas  thine,  with  conftant  love,  thro'  lingering  years. 

To  bathe  thy  Idiot  Orphan  in  thy  tears  ; 

pay  after  day,  and  night  fucceeding  night,  455 

To  turn  inceflant  to  the  hideous  fight, 

And  frequent  watch,  if  haply  at  thy  view 

Departed  Reafon  might  not  dawn  anew. 

Tho'  medicinal  art,  with  pitying  care, 

Cou'd  lend  no  aid  to  fave  thee  from  defpair,      460  > 

Thy  fond  maternal  heart  adhered  to  Hope  and  Prayer :  ^ 

Nor  pray'd  in  vain ;  thy  child  from  Pow'rs  above 

Received  the  fenfe  to  feel  and  blefs  thy  love  j 

O  might  he  thence  receive  the  happy  /kill. 

And  force  proportioned  to  his  ardent  will,  465 

With  Truth's  unfading  radiance  to  emblaze 

Thy  virtues,  worthy  of  immortal  praife ! 

H  4  Nature, 
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Nature,  who  deck'd  thy  form  with  Beauty's  flowers, 
Exhaufted  on  thy  foul  her  finer  powers  ; 
Taught  it  with  all  her  energy  to  feel  470 
Love's  melting  foftnefs,  Friendjfhip's  fervid  zeal, 
The  generous  purpofe,  and  the  a£i:ive  thought, 
With  Charity's  difFufive  fpirit  fraught 5 
There  all  the  beft  of  mental  gifts  (he  plac'd. 
Vigor  of  Judgment,  purity  of  Tafte,  475 
Superior  parts,  without  their  fpleenful  leaven, 
Kindnefs  to  Earth,  and  confidence  in  Heaven, 

While  my  fond  thoughts  o'er  all  thy  merits  roll. 
Thy  praife  thus  gufhes  from  my  filial  foul ; 
Nor  will  the  Public  with  harfli  rigor  blame  480 
This  my  juft  homage  to  thy  honor'd  name  j 
To  pleafe  that  Public,  if  to  pleafe  be  mine, 
Thy  Virtues  train'd  me — let  the  praife  be  thine. 

Since  thou  haft  reach'd  tha^  world  where  Love  alpr^e^' 
Where  Love  Parental  can  exceed  thy  own  5      ;  485 
If  in  celeftial  realms  the  bleft  may^  know 
And  aid  the  objedls  of  their  care  below, 

9  While 
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While  in  this  fublunary  fcene  of  ftrife 
Thy  Son  poffefles  frail  and  feverifh  life, 
If  Heaven  allot  him  many  an  added  hour,  49O 
Gild  it  with  virtuous  thought  and  mental  power. 
Power  to  exalt,  with  every  aim  refin'd. 
The  lovelieft  of  the  Arts  that  blefs  mankind  ! 
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EPISTLE  V. 

JLL-FATED  Poefy  !  as  human  worth, 
Prais'd,  yet  unaided,  often  finks  to  earth  ; 
So  fink  thy  powers ;  not  doom'd  alone  to  know  • 
Scorn,  or  negleft,  from  an  unfeeling  foe. 
But  deftin'd  more  oppreffive  wrong  to  feel  5 
From  the  mifguided  Friend's  perplexing  zeal. 
Such  Friends  are  thofe,  who  in  their  proud  dilplay 
Of  thy  young  beauty,  and  thy  early  fway, 

Pretend 
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Pretend  thouVt  robb'd  of  all  thy  warmth  fublime, 
By  the  benumbing  touch  of  modern  Time* 
What !  is  the  Epic  Mufe,  that  lofty  Fair, 
"Who  makes  the  difcipline  of  Earth  her  care  ( 
That  mighty  Minifter,  whom  Virtue  leads 
To  train  the  nobleft  minds  to  nobleft  deeds ! 
Is  fhe,  in  office  great,  in  glory  rich,  15 
Degraded  to  a  poor,  pretended  Witch, 
Who  raised  her  fpells,  and  all  her  magic  power, 
But  on  the  folly  of  the  favoring  hour  ? 
Whofe  dark,  defpis'd  illufions  melt  away 
At  the  clear  dawn  of  Philofophic  day  ?  2# 
To  fuch  they  fmk  her,  who  lament  her  fall 
From  the  high  Synod  of  th'  Olympian  Hall  5 
Who  worfcip  Syftem,  hid  in  Fancy's  veil. 
And  think  that  all  her  Epic  force  muft  fail. 
If  fhe  no  more  can  t)orrow  or  create  25 
Ccleftial  Agents  to  uphold  her  ftate. 
To  prove  if  this  fam*d  dodlrine  may  be  found 
To  reft  on  fglid,.  or  on  fapdy  ground, 
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Let  Critic  Reafon  all  her  light  difFufc 

O'er  the  wide  empire  of  this  injured  Mufe,  3# 

To  guide  our  fcarch  to  every  varied  fource 

And  feparate  finew  of  her  vital  force.— 

To  three  prime  powers  within  the  human  frame, 

With  equal  energy  fhe  points  her  aim : 

By  pure  exalted  Sentiment  fhe  draws  35 

From  Judgment's  fteady  voice  no  light  applaufc  ; 

By  Nature's  fimple  and  pathetic  ftrains. 

The  willing  homage  of  the  Heart  flie  gains  ; 

The  precious  tribute  ftie  receives  from  thefe, 

Shines  undebas'd  by  changing  Time's  decrees  ;  4# 

The  noble  thought,  that  fir'd  a  Grecian  foul. 

Keeps  o'er  a  Britifh  mind  its  firm  controul  j 

The  fcenes,  where  Nature  feems  herfelf  to  fpeak, 

Still  touch  a  Briton,  as  they  touch'd  a  Greek : 

To  captivate  admiring  Fancy's  eyes,  45 

She  bids  celeftial  decorations  rife ; 

But,  as  a  playful  and  capricious  child 

Frowns  at  the  fplendid  toy  on  which  it  fmil'd  ; 


ESSAY  ON  EPIC  POETRY.    Ep,  V. 

So  wayward  Fancy  now  with  fcorn  furveys 

^Thofe  fpecioUs  Miricles  flie  lovM  to  praife  ;  50 

Still  fond  of  ch^rigCj  and  fickle  Fafliion's  dupe. 

Now  keen  to  fbar^  and  eager  noW  to  ftoop. 

Her  Godsj  Devls^  Saintsr,  Magicians,  rife  and  fall. 

And  now  fhe  worfhips  each,  now  laughs  at  all. 

If  then  within  the  rich  and  wide  domain  55 
O^er  which  the  Epic  Mufe  delights  to  reign. 
One  province  Weaker  than  the  reft  be  found, 
'Tis  her  Celeftial  Sphere,  or  Fairy  Ground : 
Her  realm  of  Marvels  is  the  diftant  land, 
0*er  which  fhe  holds  a  perilous  command  ;  6p 
For,  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  Nature's  aid. 
Here  her  worft  foes  her  tottering  force  invade : 
O'er  the  wide  precin£l  proud  Opinion  towbrs^ 
And  withers  with  a  look  its  alter'd  powers  ; 
While  lavifli  Ridicule,  pert  Child  of  Tafte  !  65 
Turns  the  rich  confine  to  fo  poor  a  wafte, 
That  fome,  who  deem  it  but  a  cumbrous  weight, 
Would  lop  this  Province  from  its  Parent  State. 

What 
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What  mighty  voice  firft  fpoke  this  wond'rous  law. 
Which  duiftile  Critics  ftill  repeat  with  awe—  70 
That  man's  unkindling  pirit  muft  refufe 
A  generous  plaudit  to  th'  Heroic  Mufe, 
Howe'er  fhe  paint  her  fcenes  of  manly  life. 
If  no  fuperior  Agents  aid  the  ftrife? 

In  days  of  courtly  wit,  and  wanton  mirth,  75 
The  loofe  Petronius  gave  the  maxim  birth;  * 
Perchance,  to  footh  the  envious  Nero's  ear. 
And  fmk  the  Bard  whofe  fame  he  figh'd  to  hear ; 
To  injure  Luc  ant,  whofe  advent'rous  mind, 
Inflam'd  by  Freedom,  with  juft  fcorn  refign'd  80 
Th'  exhaufted  fables  of  the  ftarry  pole, 
And  found  a  nobler  theme  in  Cato's  foul : 
To  wound  him,  in  the  mafk  of  Critic  art, 
The  fubtle  Courtier  launched  this  venom'd  dart^ 
And  following  Critics,  fond  of  Claffic  lore,  85 
Still  echo  the  vain  law  from  fliore  to  fliores 


*  Ver.  76.    See  NOTE  I. 
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On  Poets  ftill  for  Deities  they  call, 

And  deem  mere  earthly  Bards  no  Bards  at  all. 

Yet,  if  by  fits  the  mighty  Homer  nods, 

Where  finks  he  more  than  with  his  fleepy  Gods  ?  90 

E'en  LucAN  proves,  by  his  immortal  name. 

How  weak  the  dagger  levell'd  at  his  fame  ; 

For  in  his  Song,  which  Time  will  ne'er  forget, 

If  Tafte,  who  much  may  praife,  will  much  regret, 

'Tis  not  the  abfence  of  th'  Olympian  fl:ate,  95 

Embroil'd  by  jarring  Gods  in  coarfe  debate  : 
*Tis  nice  arrangement,  Nature^s  eafy  air, 
Ij^  fcenes  unfolded  with  fuperior  care-; 

*Tis  fofter  di£tion,  elegantly  terfe. 

And  the  fine  polilh  of  Virgilian  Verfe.  lOO 

O  blind  to  IS^ture  !  who  affert  the  Mufe 

Muft  o'er  the  human  frame  her  empire  lofe. 

Failing  to  fly,  in  Fancy's  wild  career. 

Above  this,  vifible  diurnal  fphere  ! 

Behold  yon  penfive  Fair  !  who  turns  with  grief  105 

Tlie  tender  Novel's  foul-poflefling  leaf  t 

Why 
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Why  with  moift  eyes  to  thofe  foft  pages  glu'd, 

Forgetting  her  fix'd  hours  of  fleep  and  food  ; 

Why  does  fhe  keenly  grafp  its  precious  woes^ 

Nor  quit  the  volume  till  the  ftory  clofe  ?  up 

'Tis  not  that  Fancy  plays  her  revels  there, 

Cheating  the  mind  with  lucid  forms  of  air  ; 

'Tis  not  that  Paffion,  in  a  ftyle  impure. 

Holds  the  warm  fpirit  by  a  wanton  lure : 

'Tis  fufFering  Virtue's  fympathetic  fway,  1 15 

That  all  the  fibres  of  her  breaft  obey  ; 

'Tis  A6lion,  where  Immortals  claim  no  part ; 

'Tis  Nature,  grappled  to  the  human  heart. 

If  this  firm  Sov'reign  of  the  feeling  breaft 
Can  thus  the  fafcinated  thought  arreft,  lao 
And  thro'  the  bofom's  deep  recefles  pierce, 
Ungrac'd,' unaided  by  enchanting  Verfe, 
Say  !  fliall  we  think,  with  limited  controul, 
She  wants  fufficient  force  to  feize  the  foul, 
When  Harmony's  congenial  tones  convey  125 
Charms  to  her  voice,  that  aid  its  magic  fway  ? 

I  2  If 
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If  Admiration's  hand,  with  eager  grafp, 

Her  darling  Homer's  deathlefs  volume  cla(p, 

Say  to  what  fcenes  her  partial  eyes  revert ! 

Say  what  they  firft  explore,  and  laft  defert !—  I3« 

The  fcenes  that  glitter  with  no  heavenly  blaze. 

Where  human  agents  human  feelings  raife, 

While  Truth,  enamour'd  of  the  lovely  line> 

Cries  to  their  parent  Nature,  "  Thefe  are  thine." 

When  Neptune  rifes  in  Homeric  ftate,  135 

And  on  their  Lord  the  Powers  of  Ocean  wait ; 

Tho'  pliant  Fancy  trace  the  fteps  he  trod, 

And  with  a  tranfient  worfliip  own  the  God, 

Yet  colder  readers  with  indllFerence  view 

The  Sovereign  of  the  deep,  and  all  his  vaflal  crevt^,  140 

Nor  feel  his  watery  pomp  their  mind  enlarge, 

More  than  the  pageant  of  my  Lord  May'r's  barge# 

But  when  Achilles'  wrongs  our  eyes  engage, 

All  bofoms  burn  with  fympathetic  rage : 

And  when  thy  love  parental,  Chief  of  Troy!  145 

Haftes  to  relieve  the  terrors  of  thy  boy, 

Our 
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Our  fenfes  in  thy  fond  emotion  join, 
And  every  heart's  in  unifon  with  thine. 

Still  in  the  Mufe's  ear  fliall  Echo  ring, 
That  heavenly  Agents  are  her  vital  fpring  ?  150 
Thofe  who  conclude  her  winning  charms  arife 
From  Beings  darting  from  the  diftant  (kies, 
Appear  to  cherifh  a  conceit  as  vain, 
As  once  was  harbour'd  in  Neanthus'  brain, 
When  he  believ'd  that  harmony  muft  dv/ell  155 
In  the  cold  concave  of  the  Orphic  ftiell : 
The  ancient  Lyre,  to  which  the  Thracian  fung^ 
Whofe  hallow'd  chords  were  in  a  temple  hung, 
The  fhallow  Youth  with  weak  ambition  fought. 
And  of  the  pilfering  Prieft  the  relique  bought  5  160 
Viewing  his  treafure  with  deluded  gaze, 
He  deem'd  himfelf  the  heir  of  Orphic  pralfe  ; 
But  when  his  awkward  fingers  tried  to  bring 
Expedled  mufic  from  the  filent  firing, 

13  Not 
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Not  e'en  the  milder  brutes  his  difcord  bore,  165 
But  howling  dogs  the  fancied  Orpheus  tore.  * 

When  the  true  Poet,  in  whofe  frame  are  join'd 
Softnefs  of  Heart  and  Energy  of  Mind, 
His  Epic  fcene's  expanfive  limit  draws. 
Faithful  to  Nature's  univerfal  laws ;  170 
If  thro'  her  various  walks  he  boldly  range. 
Marking  how  oft  her  pliant  features  change  ; 
If,  as  (he  teaches,  his  quick  powers  fupply 
Succeffive  pictures  to  th'  aftonifh'd  eye, 
Where  nobleft  paflions  nobleft  deeds  infpire,  175 
And  radiant  fouls  exhibit  all  their  fire  ; 
Where  fofter  forms  their  fweet  attractions  blend. 
And  fufFering  Beauty  makes  the  world  her  friend  i 
If  thus  he  build  Jiis  Rhyme,  with  varied  art. 
On  each  dear  intereft  of  the  human  heart,  ;8c> 

Ver.  i66,    See  N  0  T  E  11. 

His 
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His  genius,  by  no  vain  conceits  betray'd, 
May  fpurn  faint  Allegory's  feeble  aid. 

Th'  Heroic  Mufe,  in  earthly  virtue  ftrong. 
May  drive  the  hoft  of  Angels  from  her  Song, 
As  her  fair  Sifter  Mufe,  the  Tragic  Queen,  185 
Has  banifh'd  Ghofts  from  her  pathetic  fcene, 
Tho'  her  high  foul,  by  Shakespeare's  magic  fway'd. 
Still  bends  to  buried  Denmark's  avi^ful  Shade. 

If  we  efteem  this  Epic  Queen  fo  great, 
To  fpare  her  heavenly  train,  yet  keep  her  ftate,    1 90 
^Tis  not  our  aim,  virith  fyftematic  pride, 
I  To  fink  their  glory,  or  their  powers  to  hide. 
Who  add,  when  folded  in  the  Mufe's  arms, 
Celeftial  beauty  to  her  earthly  charms. 

Sublimely  faftiion'd,  by  no  mortal  hands,  195 
The  dome  of  mental  Pleafure  wide  expands ; 
Form'd  to  prefide  o'er  its  allotted  parts. 
At  different  portals  ftand  the  feparate  Arts  s 
But  every  portal  different  paths  may  gain. 
Alike  uniting  in  the  myftic  Far\ei  200 
^14  Contentious 
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Contentious  mortals  on  thefe  paths  debate  ; 

Some,  wrangling  on  the  road,  ne'er  reach  the  gate^^ 

While  others,  arm'd  with  a  defpotic  rod, 

Allow  no  pafs  but  what  themfelves  have  trod. 

The  nobleft  fpirits,  to  this  foible  prone,  205 

Have  flander'd  powers  congenial  with  their  own  : 

Hence,  on  a  Brother's  genius  Milton  frown'd, 

Scorning  the  graceful  chains  of  final  found, 

And  to  one  form  confin'd  the  free  fublime, 

Infulting  Dryden  as  th^  Man  of  Rhyme,  210 

Caprice  ftill  gives  this  lafting  ftruggle  life ; 
Rhyme  and  Blank  Verfe  maintain  their  idle  ftrife  :^ 
The  friends  of  oi^e  are  ftill  the  other's  foes,' 
For  ftubborn  Prejudice  no  mercy  knows* 
As  in  Religion,  Zealots,  blindly  warm,^  215 
Negle£l  the  Eflence,  while  they  grafp  the  Forip  i  ] 
Poetic  Bigots,  thus  perverfely  wrong. 
Think  Modes  of  Verfe  comprize  the  Soul  of  Song,, 

If  the  fine  Statuary  fill  his  part 
With  all  the  powers  of  energetic  Art;  220 

If 
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If  to  the  figures,  that,  with  (kill  exaa, 
His  genius  blends  in  one  impaflion'd  ait, 
If  to  this  Group  fuch  fpeaking  force  he  give. 
That  ftartled  Nature  almoft  cries,  "  They  live;" 
All  tongues  with  zeal  th'  enchanting  work  applaud. 
Nor  the  great  Artift  of  due  praife  defraud,         ,  226 
Whether  he  form'd  the  rich  exprefflve  mafs 
Of  Parian  marble  or  Corinthian  brafs  ; 
For  each  his  powers  might  fafhion  to  fulfil 
The  nobleft  purpofe  of  mimetic  ikill^  230 
Each  from  his  foul  might  catch  Prornethean  fire. 
And  fpeak  his  talents,  till  the  world  expire. 

*Tis  thus  that  Milton's  Verfe,  and  Dryden's 
Rhyme, 

Are  proof  alike  againft  the  rage  of  Time  ; 
flach  Mafter  modelled,  with  a  touch  fo  bold,  235 
The  rude  materials  which  he  chofe  to  mould, 
That  each  his  portion  to  perfedion  brought, 
^ccomplifhing  the  glorious  end  he  fought. 

Falfc 
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Falfe  to  themfelves,  and  to  their  intereft  blind. 
Are  tbofe  cold  judges,  of  fallidious  mind,  240 
Who  with  vain  rules  the  fufFering  Arts  would  load, 
Whoj  ere  they  fmile,  confult  the  Critic's  code  ; 
Where,  puzzled  by  the  different  doubts  they  fee, 
(For  who  fo  oft  as  Critics  difagree  ?) 
They  lofe  that  pleafure  by  free  fpirits  feiz'd,  245 
In  vainly  fettling  how  they  fliould  be  pleas'd. 

Far  wifer  thofe,  who,  with  a  generous  joy. 
Nor  blindly  fond,  nor  petulantly  coy, 
IF ollow  each  movement  of  the  varying  Mufe, 
Whatever  ftep  her  airy  form  may  chufe,  250 
Nor  to  one  march  her  rapid  feet  confine. 
While  eafe  and  fpirit  in  her  gefture  join  j 
Thofe  who  facilitate  her  free  defire. 
To  melt  the  heart,  or  fet  the  foul  on  fire  ; 
Who,  f{  her  voice  to  fimple  Nature  lean,  255 
And  fill  with  Human  forms  her  Epic  fcene, 
Pleas'd  with  her  aim,  aflift  her  moral  plan, 
And  feel  with  manly  fympathy  for  Man  : 

I  Or, 
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Or,  if  flie  draw,  by  Fancy's  magic  tones, 
-^therial  Spirits  from  their  fapphire  thrones,  2< 
Her  Heavenly  ftiapes  with  willing  homage  greet, 
And  aid,  with  dudlile  thought,  her  bright  deceit  j 
For,  if  the  Epic  Mufe  ftill  wifli  to  tower 
Above  plain  Nature's  firm  and  graceful  power, 
Tho'  Critics  think  her  vital  powers  are  loft  2 
In  cold  Philofophy*s  petrific  froft ; 
TTbat  Magic  cannot  her  funk  charms  reftore. 
That  Heaven  and  Hell  can  yield  her  nothing  more 
Yet  may  fhe  dive  to  many  a  fecret  fource 
And  copious  fpring  of  vifionary  force  : 
India  yet  holds  a  Mythologic  mine, 
fler  ftrength  may  open,  and  her  art  refine  : 
Tho'  Afian  fpoils  the  realms  of  Europe  fill, 
Thofe  Eaftern  riches  are  unrifled  ftill ; 
Genius  may  there  his  courfe  of  honour  run. 
And  fpotlefs  Laurels  in  that  field  be  won.  * 


*  Ver,  176,   S€€  NOTE  III. 
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Yet  nobler  aims  the  Bards  of  Britain  court, 
Who  fteer  by  Freedom's  ftar  to  Glory's  port ; 
Our  gen'rous  Ifle,  with  far  fuperior  claim, 
Afks  for  her  Chief  the  palm  of  Epic  fame.  280 
In  every  realm  where'er  th'  Heroic  Mufe 
Has  delgn'd  her  glowing  fpirit  to  infufe. 
Her  tuneful  Sons  with  civic  fplendor  blaze, 
The  honour'd  Heralds  of  their  country's  praife. 
Save  in  our  land,  the  nation  of  the  earth  285 
Ordain'd  to  give  the  brighteft  Heroes  birth  f— 
By  fome  ftrange  fate,  which  rul'd  each  Poet's  tongue, 
Her  deareft  Worthies  yet  remain  unfung. 

Critics  there  are,  who,  with  a  fcornful  fmile, 
Rejeft  the  annals  of  our  martial  Ifle,  2 90 

And,  dead  to  patriot  Paffion,  coldly  deem 
They  yield  for  lofty  Song  no  touching  theme. 

What  I  can  the  Britifli  heart,  humanely  brave^j 
Feel  for  the  Greek  who  loft  his  female  Have  ? 
Can  it,  devoted  to  a  favage  Chief,  295 
Swell  with  his  rage,  and  foften  with  his  grief? 

And 
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And  fliall  it  not  with  keener  zeal  embrace 
Their  brighter  caufe,  who,  born  of  Britifli  race, 
With  the  ftrong  cement  of  the  blood  they  fpilt, 
The  fplendid  fane  of  Britifli  Freedom  built  ?  30^ 
Bleft  Spirits  !  who,  with  kindred  fire  endued, 
Thro'  different  ages  this  bright  work  purfued. 
May  Art  and  Genius  crown  your  fainted  band 
With  that  poetic  wreath  your  Deeds  demand  1 

While,  led  by  Fancy  thro'  her  wide  domain,  3Q5 
Our  fteps  advance  around  her  Epic  plain  ; 
While  we  furvey  each  laurel  that  it  bore. 
And  every  confine  of  the  realm  explore. 
See  Liberty,  array'd  in  light  ferene, 
Pours  her  rich  luftre  o'er  th'  expanding  fcene  !  310 
Thee,  Mason,  thee'lhe  views  with  fond  regard, 
And  calls  to  nobler  heights  her  fav'rite  Bard. 
Tracing  a  circle  with  her  blazing  fpear, 
"  Here,"  cries  the  Goddefs,  "  raife  thy  fabric  here. 
Build  on  thefe  rocks,  that  to  my  reign  belong,  315 
The  nobleft  bafis  of  Heroic  Song  ! 
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Fix  here  I  and,  while  thy  growing  works  afcend, 

My  voice  fliall  guide  thee,  and  my  arm  defend,'* 

As  thus  flie  fpeaks,  methinks  her  high  beheft 

Imparts  pure  rapture  to  thy  confcious  breaft,  32O 

Pure  as  the  joy  immortal  NEWTON'found, 

When  Nature  led  him  to  her  utmoft  bound. 

And  clearly  fhew'd,  where  unborn  ages  lie, 

The  diftant  Comet  to  his  daring  eye  j 

Vme  as  the  joy  the  Sire  of  mortals  knew,  325 

When  blifsfurEden  open'd  on  his  view, 

When  firft  he  liften'd  to  the  voice  Divine, 

And  wond'ring  heard,  "  This  Paradife  is  thine.'* 

With  fuch  delight  may'ft  thou  her  gift  receive ! 

May  thy  warm  heart  with  bright  ambition  heave  330 

To  raife  a  Temple  to  her  hallow'd  name. 

Above  what  Grecian  artifts  knew  to  frame  ! 

Of  Englifh  form  the  facred  fabric  rear. 

And  bid  our  Country  with  juft  rites  revere 

The  Power,  who  (beds,  in  her  benignant  fmile,  335 

The  brighteft  Glory  on  our  boafted  Ifle  ! 
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Juftly  on  thee  th'  infpiring  Goddefe  calls  ; 
Her  mighty  tafk  each  weaker  Bard  appalls  : 
'Tis  thine,  O  Mason  !  with  unbaffled  (kill, 
Each  harder  duty  of  our  Art  to  fill; 
'Tis  thine,  in  robes  of  beauty  to  array. 
And  in  bright  Order's  lucid  blaze  difplay, 
The  forms  that  Fancy,  to  thy  wifhes  kind. 
Stamps  on  the  tablet  of  thy  clearer  mind. 
How  foftly  fweet  thy  notes  of  pathos  fwell. 
The  tender  accents  of  Elfrida  tell ; 
Cara£lacus  proclaims,  with  Freedom's  fire, 
How  rich  the  tone  of  thy  fublimer  Lyre  ; 
E'en  in  this  hour,  propitious  to  thy  fame. 
The  rural  Deities  repeat  thy  name  : 
With  feftive  joy  I  hear  the  fylvan  throng 
Hail  the  completion  of  their  favourite  Song, 
Thy  graceful  Song  !  in  honour  of  whofe  power. 
Delighted  Flora,  in  her  fweeteft  bower, 
Weaves  thy  unfading  wreath v/ith  fondeft  care^ 
Proudly  fhe  weaves  it,  emuJoufly  fair, 
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To  match  that  crown,  which  in  the  Mantuan  grove 
The  rfcher  Ceres  for  her  Virgil  wove  F 
'  See  !  his  Eurydice  herfelf  once  more 
Revifits  earth  from  the  Elyfian  fliore  !  360 
Behold  !  (he  hovers  o'er  thy  echoing  glade  ! 
Envy,  not  love,  condufts  the  penfive  Shade, 
Who,  trembling  at  thy  Lyre's  pathetic  tone. 
Fears  left  Nerina's  fame  furpafs  her  ov/n. 

Thou  happy  Bard !  whofe  fweet  and  potent  voice  365 
Can  reach  all  notes  within  the  Poet's  choice  ; 
Whofe  vivid  foul  has  led  thee  to  infufe 
Dramatic  life  in  the  preceptive  Mufe  ; 
Since,  bleft  alike  with  Beauty  and  with  Force, 
Thou  rivall'ft  Virgil  in  his  fylvan  courfe,  370 
O  be  it  thine  the  higher  palm  to  gain. 
And  pafs  him  in  the  wide  Heroic  plain  ! 
To  fing,  with  equal  fire,  of  nobler  themes. 
To  gild  Hiftoric  Truth  with  Fancy's  beams  ! 
T-o  Patriot  Chiefs  unfung  thy  Lyre  devote,  375 
And  fwell  to  Liberty  the  lofty  note ! 

With 
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With  humbler  aim,  but  no  ungenerous  view, 
My  fteps,  lefs  firm,  their  lower  path  purfue^ 
Of  different  Arts  I  fearch  the  ample  field, 
Mark  its  paft  fruits,  and  what  it  yet  may  yield  3  380 
With  willing  voice  the  praife  of  Merit  found. 
And  bow  to  Genius  wherefoever  found ; 
O'er  my  free  Verfe  bid  nobleft  names  prefide, 
Tho'  Party's  hoftile  lines  thofe  names  divide ; 
Party  !  whofe  murdering  fpirit  I  abhor,  385 
More  fubtly  cruel,  and  lefs  brave  than  War. 
Party  !  infidious  Fiend  !  whofe  vapors  blind 
The  light  of  Juftice  in  the  brighteft  mind  ; 
Whofe  feverifh  tongue,  whence  deadly  venom  flows, 
Bafely  belies  the  merit  of  her  foes  !  390 
O  that  my  Verfe  with  magic  power  were  bleft, 
To  drive  from  Learning's  field  this  baleful  peft  ! 
Fond,  fruitlefs  wifli  !  the  mighty  tafk  would  foil 
The  firmeft  fons  of  Literary  Toil  3 
In  vain  a  letter'd  Hercules  might  rife  395 
To  cleanfe  the  ftable  where  this  Monfter  lies  : 
Vol.  III.  K  Yet, 
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Yet,  if  the  Imps  of  her  malignant  brood. 

With  all  their  Parent's  acrid  gall  endu'd ; 

If  Spleen  pours  forth,  to  Mockery's  apifh  tunc, 

Her  gibing  Ballad,  and  her  bafe  Lampoon,  400 

On  faireft  names,  from  every  blemifli  free. 

Save  what  the  jaundic'd  eyes  of  Party  fee  ; 

My  glowing  fcora  will  execrate  the  rhyme, 

Tho'  laughing  Humor  ftrike  its  tuneful  chime  5 

Tho'  keeneft  Wit  the  glitt'ring  lines  inveft  405 

With  all  the  fplendor  of  the  Adder's  creft. 

Sublimer  Mason  !  not  to  thee  belong 
The  reptile  beauties  of  envenom'd  Song. 
Thou  chief  of  living  Bards  !  O  be  it  ours. 
In  fame  tho'  different,  as  of  different  powers,  41^ 
Party's  dark  clouds  alike  to  rife  above. 
And  reach  the  firmament  of  Public  Love ! 
May 'ft  thou  afccnd  Parnaffus'  higheft  mound. 
In  triumph  there  the  Epic  Trumpet  found; 
While,  witii  no  envious  zeal,  i  thus  afpire  415 
By  juft  applaufe  to  fan  thy  purer  fire  ; 

And: 
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And  of  the  Work  which  Freedom  pants  to  fee, 
Which  thy  firm  Genius  claims  refervM  for  thee, 
In  thi3  frank  ftyle  my  honeft  thoughts  inipart^ 
If  not  an  Artift  yet  a  friend  to  Art !  4^q 
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N  O  T  E  I.    Verse  7. 

^UC  H  dark  decrees  have  lettered  Bigots  penn^dy 
Tet  feiz'd  that  honor'* d  name^  the  Poefs  Friend,^ 
Of  the  feveral  authors  who  have  written  on  Epic 
Poetry,  many  of  the  moft  celebrated  are  more 
likely  to  confound  and  deprefs,  than  to  enlighten 
and  exalt  the  young  Poetical  Student.  The  Poe- 
tics of  Scaliger,  which  are  little  more  than  a 
laboured  panegyric  of  Virgil,  would  lead  him 
to  regard  the  iEneid  as  the  only  ftandard  of 
K  4  *  perfection  s 
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perfeftion ;  and  the  more  elegant  and  accom- 
pliflied  Vida  inculcates  the  fame  pufillanimous 
lefTon,  though  in  fpirited  and  harmonious  verfe  : 

Unus  hie  ingenio  praeftanti  gentis  Achivae 
Divinos  vates  longe  fuperavit,  et  arte, 
Aureus  immortale  fonans :  ftupet  ipfa  pavetque, 
Quamvis  ingentem  miretur  Graecia  Homerum* 

Ergo  ipfum  ante  alios  animo  venerare  Maronem, 
Atque  unum  fequere,  utque  potes,  veftigia  ferva ! 

Vida. 

See  how  the  Grecian  Bards,  at  diftance  thrown, 
With  reverence  bow  to  this  diftinguifh'd  fon  > 
Immortal  founds  his  golden  lines  impart. 
And  nought  can  match  his  Genius  but  his  Art : 
E'en  Greece  turns  pale  and  trembles  at  his  fame, 
Which  ihades  the  luftre  of  her  Homer's  name. 


Hence,  facred  Virgil  from  thy  foul  adore 
Above  the  reft,  and  to  thy  utmoft  power 
Purfue  the  glorious  paths  he  ftruck  before, 

Pitt's  Tranflation. 

A  Critic, 


FIRST   EPISTLE.  137 

A  Critic,  who  lately  rofe  to  great  eminence 
in  our  own  country,  has  endeavoured  by  a  more 
fmgular  method  to  damp  the  ardour  of  inventive 
Genius,  and  to  annihilate  the  hopes  of  all  who 
would  afpire  to  the  praife  of  originality  in  this 
higher  fpecies  of  poetical  compofition.    He  has 
attempted  to  eftablifh  a  Triumvirate  in  the  Epic 
world,  with   a  perpetuity  of  dominion.  Every 
reader  who  is  converfant  with  modern  criticifm, 
will  perceive  that  I  allude  to  the  following  paflage 
in  the  famous  Difiertation  on  the  fixth  Book  of 
Virgil :  — "  Juft  as  Virgil  rivalled  Homer,  fo 
Milton  emulated  both  of  them.    He  found  Ho- 
mer poffefTed  of  the  province  of  Morality  ;  Virgil 
of  Politics  y  and  nothing  left  for  him  but  that  of 
Religion.    This  he  feized,  as  afpiring  to  fliare 
with  them  in  the  government  of  the  Poetic  world  : 
and,  by  means  of  the  fuperior  dignity  of  his  fub- 
jeft,  hath  gotten  to  the  head  of  that  Triumvirate, 
which  took  fo  many  ages  in  forming.    Thefe  are 
the  three  fpecies  of  the  Epic  Poem  ;  for  its  largeft 
fphere  is  hmnan  a^ion^  which  can  be  confidered 

but 
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but  in  a  moral^  political,  or  religious  view:  and 
Thefe  the  three  Makers  \  for  each  of  their  Poems 
was  ftruck  out  at  a  heat,  and  came  to  perfedion 
from  its  firfl:  efTay,  Here  then  the  grand  fcene 
was  clofed,  and  all  farther  improvements  of  the 
Epic  at  an  end.'* 

I  apprehend  that  few  critical  remarks  contain 
more  abfurdity  (to  ufe  the  favourite  exprefEon  of 
the  author  I  have  quoted)  than  the  preceding 
lines.  Surely  Milton  is  himfelf  a  proof  that  human 
a5lion  is  not  the  largeft  fphere  of  the  Epic  Poem ; 
and  as  to  Virgil,  his  mofl:  paffionate  admirers 
muft  allow  that  in  fubjedl  and  defign  he  is  much 
lefs  of  an  original  than  Camoens  or  Lucan.  But 
fuch  a  critical  ftatute  of  limitation,  if  I  may  call 
it  fo,  is  not  lefs  pernicious  than  abfurd.  To  dif- 
figure  the  fphere  of  Imagination  with  thefe  capri- 
cious and  arbitrary  zones,  is  an  injury  to  fcience. 
Such  Criticifm,  inftead  of  giving  fpirit  and  ener- 
gy to  the  laudable  ambition  of  a  youthful  Poet, 
can  only  lead  him  to  ftart  like  Macbeth  at  unreal 
mockery,  and  to  exclaim,  when  he  is  invited 

4  i^y 
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by  Genius  to  the  banquet,   «  The  Table's 
.foil!'* 

NOTE  II-     V  E  R  s  E  77. 

Thus,  at  their  banquets,  fabling  Greeks  rehearfe 
The  fancied  origin  of  f acred  Verfe.']  For  this 
fable,  fuch  as  it  is,  I  am  indebted  to  a  paflage  in 
Athenjeus,  which  the  curious  reader  may  find  in 
the  clofe  of  that  fanciful  and  entertaining  compi- 
ler, page  701  of  Cafaubon^s  edition. 
\> 

NOTE   III.     Verse  ^07. 

Why  did  the  Epic  Mufe's  filent  lyre 

Shrink  from  thofe  feats  that  fummon^d  all  her  fire  ?\ 
I  have  ventured  to  fuppofe  that  Greece  produced 
no  worthy  fuccefibr  of  Homer,  and  that  her  ex- 
ploits againft  the  Perfians  were  not  celebrated  by 
any  Poet  in  a  manner  fuitable  to  fo  fubUme  a  fub^ 
jedl:^ — yet  an  author  named  Chaerilus  is  laid  to 
have  recorded  thofe  triumphs  of  his  country  in 

verfe, 
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verfe,  and  to  have  pleafed  the  Athenians  fo  highly, 
as  to  obtain  from  them  a  public  and  pecuniary 
reward.  He  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  a  cotempo- 
rary  of  the  hiftorian  Herodotus.  But  from  the 
general  filence  of  the  more  early  Greek  writers 
concerning  the  merit  of  this  Poet,  'we  may,  I 
think,  very  fairly  conjedlure  that  his  compofitions 
were  not  many  degrees  fuperior  to  thofe  of  his 
wnfortunate  namefake,  who  frequented  the  court 
of  Alexander  the  Great,  and  is  faid  to  have  fung 
the  exploits  of  his  Sovereign,  on  the  curious  con- 
ditions of  receiving  a  piece  of  gold  for  every  good 
verfe,  and  a  box  on  the  ear  for  every  bad  one. 

he  old  Scholiaft  on  Horace,  who  has  prefer ved 
this  idle  ftory,  concludes  it  by  faying,  that  the 
miferahle^Bard  was  beat  to  death  in  confequence 
of  his  contraft.  Some  eminent  modern  Critics 
have  indeed  attempted  to  vindicate  the  reputation 
of  the  more  early  Chaerilus,  who  is  fuppofed  to  be 
confounded,  both  by  Horace  himfelf,  and  after- 
wards by  Scaliger,  with  the  Chaerilus  rewarded 
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by  Alexander.  Voflius  *,  in  particular,  appears 
a  warm  advocate  in  his  behalf,  and  appeals  to  va- 
rious fragments  of  the  ancient  Bard  preferved  by 
Ariftotle,  Strabo,  and  others,  and  to  the  teftimony 
of  Plutarch  in  his  favour.  But  on  confulting  the 
fragments  he  has  referred  to,  they  rather  fortify 
than  remove  my  conje6iure.  The  fcrap  prefer- 
ved by  Ariftotle  in  his  Rhetoric  is  only  half  a 
verfe,  and  quoted  without  any  commendation  of 
its  author.  The  two  citations  in  Strabo  amount 
to  little  more.  The  curious  reader  may  alfo  find 
in  Athenaeus  an  Epitaph  on  Sardanapalus,  attri- 
buted to  this  Poet;  who  is  mentioned  by  the 
fame  author  as  peculiarly  addifted  to  the  groffer 
exceffes  of  the  table.— —-Let  us  now  return  to 
that  Chaerilus  whom  Horace  has  damn'd  to 
everlafting  fame.'*  The  judicious  and  elegant 
Roman  Satirift  feems  remarkably  unjuft  in  paying 
a  compliment  to  the  poetical  judgment  of  his  pa- 
tron Auguflus,  at  the  expence  of  the  Macedonian 
hero.    Alexander  appears  to  have  poflefTed  much 

*'  De  Hiftoricis  Graecis. 

more 
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more  poetical  fpirit,  and  a  higher  relifli  for  poetry, 
than  the  cold-blooded  OcEtavius.  It  is  peculiarly 
unfair,  to  urge  his  liberality  to  a  poor  Poet,  as  a 
proof  that  he  wanted  critical  difcernment,  when 
he  had  himfelf  fo  thoroughly  vindicated  the  deli- 
cacy of  his  tafte,  by  the  enthufiaftic  Bon-mot, 
That  he  had  rather  be  the  Therfites  of  Homer 
than  the  Achilles  of  Chaerilus, 

NOTE    IV.     Verse  231- 
When  grave  Bojfu  by  Syjlem's  Jiudied  laws 
The  Grecian  Bard's  ideal pi^ure  draws,'] 
Though  BofTu  is  called  "  the  beft  explainer  of 
Ariftotle,  and  one  of  the  moft  learned  and  judi- 
cious of  modern  critics,"  by  a  writer  for  whofe 
opinions   I  have  much  efteem^  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  his  celebrated  Eflay  on  Epic  Poetry 
is  very  ill  calculated  either  to  guide  or  to  infpirit 
a  young  Poet.    The  abfurdity  of  his  advice 
concerning  the  mode  of  forming  the  fable,  by 
chufing  a  moral,  inventing  the  incidents,  and 
then  fearching  hiftory  for  names  to  fuit  them, 
has  been  fufficiently  expofed  :  and  as  to  his  leading 

idea> 
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idea,  concerning  the  defign  of  Homer  in  the  com- 
pofition  of  the  Iliad  and  Qdyffey,  I  apprehend 
•  moft  poetical  readers  muft  feel  that  he  is  proba- 
bly miftaken  ;  for  it  is  a  conje£lural  point,  and 
placed  beyond  the  poflibility  of  decifion.  Perhaps 
few  individuals  differ  more  from  each  other  in 
their  modes  of  thinking,  by  the  force  of  educa- 
tion and  of  national  manners,  than  a  modern 
French  Critic  and  an  early  Poet  of  Greece ;  yet 
the  former  will  often  pretend,  with  the  moft  de- 
cifive  air,  to  lay  open  the  fenforium  of  an  ancient 
Bard,  and  to  count  every  link  in  the  chain  of 
his  ideas.  Thofe  who  are  moft  acquainted  with 
the  movements  of  imagination,  will  acknow- 
ledge the  fteps  of  this  airy  power  to  be  fo  light 
and  evanefcent  in  their  nature,  that  perhaps  a 
Poet  himfelf,  in  a  few  years  after  finiftiing  his 
work,  might  be  utterly  unable  to  recolledl  the  ex- 
aft  train  of  thought,  or  the  various  minute  occur- 
rences, which  led  him  to  the  general  defign, 
or  directed  him  in  the  particular  parts  of  his 
poem»  But  in  fpite  of  the  interval  of  fo  many 

centuries, 
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centurieSj  the  decifive  magic  of  criticifm  can  call 
up  all  the  (hadows  of  departed  thought  that  ever 
exifted  in  his  brain,  and  difplay,  with  a  moft 
aftonifliing  clearnefs,  the  precife  ftate  of  his 
mind  in  the  moment  of  compofition. 

Homere,"  fays  BoiTu,  "  *  voyoit  les  Grecs 
pour  qui  il  ecrivoit,  divifez  en  autant  d'etats 
qu'ils  avcient  de  villes  confiderables :  chacune 
faifoit  un  corps  a  part  &  avoit  fa  forme  de  gou- 
vernement  iridependamment  de  toutes  les  autres. 
Et  toute-fois  ces  etats  difFerens  etoient  fouvent 
obligez  de  fe  reiinir  comme  en  un  feul  corps 
contre  leurs  ennemis  communs.  Voila  fans  doute 
deux  fortes  de  gouvernemens  bien  difFerens,  pour 
etre  commodement  reiinis  en  un  corps  de  morale, 
&  en  un  feul  poeme. 

"  Le  poete  en  a  done  fait  deux  fables  feparees. 
L'une  eft  pour  toute  la  Grece  reiinie  en  un  feul 
corps,  mais  compofee  de  parties  independantes 
les  unes  des  autres,  comme  elles  etoient  en  eiFet ; 

*  Livre  i.  chap,  8, 

4  k  I'autre 
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k  I'autre  eft  pour  chaque  etat  particulier,  tels 
qu'ils  etoient  pendant  la  paix,  fans  ce  premier 
rapport  &  fans  la  neceflite  de  fe  reunir. 

Homere  a  done  pris  pour  le  fond  de  fa  fable, 
cette  grande  verite,  que  la  Mefintelligence  des 
princes  ruine  leurs  propres  etats." 

On  the  Odyfley  Boflu  remarks,  "  Que  la  ve- 
rite  qui  fert  de  fond  a  cette  fidtion,  &  qui  avec 
elk  compofe  la  fable,  eft,  que  Pabfence  d'une 
perfonne  hors  de  chez  foi,  ou  qui  n'a  point 
I'ccil  'a  ce  qui  s'y  fait,  y  caufe  de  grands  def« 
ordres 

On  the  mature  confideration  of  thefe  two  mo- 
ral axioms,  the  Critic  fuppofes  the  fublime  Bard 
to  have  begun  his  refpective  Poems ;  for  Homer, 
continues  he,  "  f  n'avoit  point  d'autre  deffeiH 
que  de  former  agreablement  les  moeurs  de  fes 
Citoicns,  en  leur  propofant,  comme  dit  Horace, 
ce  qui  eft  utile  ou  pernicieux,  ce  qui  eft  honncte 

*  Livre  i.  chap.  lo. 
f  Livre  i.  chap.  13, 


Yot.  HI. 
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ou  ce  qui  ne  Peft  pas:  il  n'a  entreprls  d« 

raconter  aucune  a£llon  particuliere  d'Achille  ou 
d'Ulyfle.  II  a  fait  la  fable  et  le  delTein  de  fes 
poemes,  fans  penfeiL,a  ces  princes;  &  enfuite  il 
leur  a  fait  I'honneur  de  donner  leurs  noms  aux 
heros  qu'il  avoit  feints." 

The  preceding  remarks  of  this  celebrated  Cri- 
tic have  been  frequently  admired  as  an  ingenious 
conje£lure,  which  moft  happily  illuftrates  the 
real  purpofe  of  Homer.  To  me  they  appear  fo 
much  the  reverfe,  that  if  I  ventured  to  adopt  any 
decided  opinion  on  a  point  fo  much  darkened 
by  the  clouds  of  antiquity,  I  fliould  rather  in- 
cline to  the  idea  which  BolTu  afFedls  to  explode, 
and  fuppofe  the  Poems  of  Homer  intended  pa-t 
negyrics  on  the  very  princes  whom  the  Critic 
affirms  he  never  thought  of  while  he  was  de- 
figning  the  works  which  have  made  them  im- 
mortal. 

There  is  a  ftr iking  paflage  on  this  fubjeft  in  a 
dialogue  of  Plato,  which  I  ^h^\\  enlarge  upon, 
for  two  reafons  :  ift,  As  it  proves  that  the  latter 

perfuafion 
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perfuafion  concerning  the  purpofe  of  Homer  was 
entertained  at  Athens;  and  adly,  Becaufe  it 
gives  me  a  pleafmg  opportunity  of  fupporting 
the  learned  Madame  Dacier  againft  an  ill- 
grounded  cenfure  of  a  late  Englifh  critic.  In 
her  Preface  to  the  Odyfley,  flie  afTerts,  that  the 
judg^nent  of  antiquity  decided  in  favour  of  the 
Iliad ;  and  fhe  appeals  to  part  of  the  fentence  in 
Plato,  to  which  I  have  alluded,  as  a  proof  of  her 
alTertion.  Mr.  Wood,  in  a  note  to  the  Intro* 
duftion  of  his  EfTay  on  Homer,  endeavours  to 
fhew  the  infufficiency  of  this  proof ;  and  ftill 
farther,  to  convince  us-  that  Madame  Dacier 
was  utterly  miftaken  in  her  fenfe  of  the  paffage 
to  which  (he  appealed.  If  he  ventures  to  con- 
tradi£l  this  learned  lady,  he  does  not  however 
infult  her  with  that  infolent  perfnefs  with  which 
fhe  is  frequently  treated  in  the  notes  to  Pope's 
Homer  ;  and  which,  for  the  honour  of  our  Eng- 
lifh Poet,  I  will  not  fuppofe  to  be  his.  But 
though  Mr.  Wood  endeavours  to  fupport  his 
opinion  by  argument,  I  apprehend  that  he  is 
L  %  himfelf 
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himfelf  miftaken,  and  that  Madame  Dacier  ii 
perfe6Uy  right  in  underftanding  the  words  of 
Socrates  in  their  literal  fenfe,  without  the  leaft 
mixture  of  irony.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  the 
aim  of  Socrates,  in  the  courfe  of  the  dialogue, 
is  to  ridicule  the  prefumption  and  ignorance  of 
the  fophift  Hippias,  in  the  moft  ironical  manner  5 
but  the  particular  fpeech  on  which  Madame 
Dacier  founds  her  opinion,  is  a  plain  and  fimple 
addrefs  to  Eudicus,  before  he  enters  on  his  de- 
bate with  the  Sophift.  It  turns  on  the  moft 
fimple  circumflance,  the  truth  of  which  Eu- 
dicus could  hardly  be  ignorant  of,  namely,  the 
fentiments  of  his  own  father  concerning  the 
Poems  of  Homer.  As  thefe  fentiments  are  fuch 
as  I  believe  moft  admirers  of  the  ancient  Bard 
have  entertained  on  the  point  in  queftion,  I  per- 
fe£Uy  agree  with  Madame  Dacier  in  thinking 
that  Socrates  means  to  be  literal  and  ferious, 
when  he  fays  to  Eudicus,  T«  (jS  'sjar^og  Am^ 
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OSycrcrswf  £>iccT£§ov  ya^  rcov  ^omixaTo^v  10  fxiv  eig 

O^vg-a-Eo,  EfYi  ^ETToiw^aiy  ro  J'  Eig  A^^MEa.  Plat.  Hip, 
min.  edit.  Serrani,  torn,  i,  p,  363.  I  have 
heard  your  father  Apemantus  fay,  that  the  Iliad  of 
Homer  was  a  finer  poem  than  his  Odyfley,  and 
as  far  furpafled  it  in  excellence  as  the  virtue  of 
Achilles  furpafled  the  virtue  of  Ulyfl!es  ;  for  thofe 
two  poems,  he  faid,  were  purpofely  compofed  in 
honour  of  thofe  two  heroes :  the  Odyfley,  to 
Ihew  the  virtues  of  Ulyflies  ;  the  Iliad,  thofe  of 
Achilles." — Plato's  Lefler  Hippias,  tranflated  by 
Sydenham,  page  13. 

Let  us  now  return  to  Boflli ;  whofe  opinion 
concerning  the  purpofe  of  Homer  we  may  venture 
to  oppofe,  fupported  as  it  is  by  an  ingenious  in- 
terpretation of  fome  ambiguous  paflages  in  the 
Poetics  of  Ariftotle  ;  and  this  oppofition  may  be 
grounded,  not  fo  much  on  the  fentence  which  I  have 
quoted  from  Plato,  as  on  the  probable  condu£l  of 
Epic  compofition  in  the  early  ages  of  poetry*  la 
L  3  fuch 
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fuch  periods  as  produced  the  talents  of  Virgil  and 
of  Dryden,  when  all  the  arts  of  refined  flattery 
were  perfectly  underftood,  we  can  eafily  conceive 
that  they  might  both  be  tempted  to  compliment 
the  reigning  monarch  under  the  mafk  of  fuch 
heroic  names  as  hiftory  could  fupply,  and  theif 
genius  accommodate  to  their  purpofe.  We  find 
accordingly,  that  the  Roman  Bard  Is  fuppofed  to 
have  drawn  a  flattering  portrait  of  his  Emperor 
in  the  chara£ler  of  JEneas,  and  that  the  Englifli 
Poet  has,  with  equal  ingenuity,  enwrapt  the  dif-. 
folute  Charles  the  Second  in  the  Jewifli  robes  of 
King  David.  But  in  fo  rude  an  age  as  we  muft 
admit  that  of  Homer  to  have  been ;  when  the 
Poet  was  certainly  more  the  child  of  Nature 
than  of  Art ;  when  he  had  no  hifl:ory  to  confult, 
perhaps  no  patron  to  flatter,  and  no  critics  to 
elude  or  obey ;  in  fuch  an  age,  may  we  not  more 
naturally  conjefture,  that  poetical  compofition 
was  neither  laboured  In  its  form,  nor  deep  in  its 
^efign  ?  that,  infl.ead  of  being  the  flow  and  fyf- 

(ematic 
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tcmatic  produdl  of  political  reafoning,  it  was  the 
quick  and  artlefs  offspring  of  a  ftrong  and  vivify- 
ing fancy,  which,  brooding  over  the  tales  of  tra-. 
dition,  foon  raifed  them  into  fuch  life  and  beauty, 
as  muft  fatisfy  and  enchant  a  warlike  and  popular 
audience,  ever  ready  to  liften  with  delight  to  the 
heroic  feats  of  their  anceftors  ? 

If  the  learned  BolTu  appears  unfortunate  in  his 
fyftem  concerning  the  purpofe  of  Homer,  he  may 
be  thought  ftill  more  fo  in  his  attempt  to  analyfe 
the  Divinities  of  Virgil  ;  for,  to  throw  new  light 
on  the  convention  of  the  Gods,  in  the  opening 
of  the  tenth  illneid,  he  very  ferioufly  informs 
^  us,  that  *  Venus  is  divine  mercy,  or  the  love 
of  God  towards  virtuous  men^  and  Juno  his 
jullice."  ' 

I  cannot  conclude  thefe  very  free  ftriftures  on 
a  celebrated  author,  without  bearing  a  pleafing 
teftimony  to  the  virtues  of  the  man. — Boflu  is 
allowed  by  the  biographers  of  his  country  to  have 
been  remarkable  for  the  mildeft  manners  and 

*  Book  V.  chap, 

L  4  moft 
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moft  amiable  difpofition ;  totally  free  from  that 
imperious  and  bigotted  attachment  to  fpeculative 
opinions,  which  the  fcience  he  cultivated  is  fo 
apt  to  produce.  He  endeared  himfelf  to  Boileau 
by  a  generous  a£l:  of  friendfhip,  that  led  to  an 
intimacy  between  them,  which  was  diffolvcd 
only  by  the  death  of  the  former,  in  i68o» 

NOTE   V.     Verse  244- 

Imputes  to  Virgil  his  own  dark  conceit.']  As  it 
requires  much  leifure  to  examine,  and  more  fklll 
to  unravel,  an  intricate  hypothefis,  twifted  into  a 
Jong  and  laboured  chain  of  quotation  and  argu^ 
ment,  the  Diflertation  on  the  fixth  Book  of  Vir- 
gil remamed  for  fome  time  unrefuted.  The  public 
very  quietly  acquiefced  in  the  ftrange  pofition  of 
its  author,  That  ^Eneas's  adventure  to  the  In-^ 
fernal  Shades,  is  no  other  than  a  figurative  de- 
fcription  of  his  initiation  into  the  Myfteries  ;  and 
particularly  a  very  exa£l  one  of  the  fpedlacles  of 
the  Eleulinian.''  At  length  a  fuperior  but  anony- 

inoMS 
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mous  Critic  arofe,  who,  in  one  of  the  moft  judi-^ 
cious  and  fpirited  eflays  that  our  nation  has  pro- 
duced on  a  point  of  claffical  literature,  completely 
overturned  this  ill-founded  edifice,  and  expofed 
the  arrogance  and  futility  of  its  aflliming  archi- 
tea.  The  Effay  I  allude  to  is  intitled  «  Critical 
Obfervattens  on  the  Sixth  Book  of  the  ^neid 
printed  for  Elmfly,  1770:  and  as  this  little  pub- 
lication is,  I  believe,  no  longer  to  be  pur- 
chafed,  the  curious  reader  may  thank  me  for 
tranfcribing  a  few  of  its  moft  ftriking  paflagcs. 

Having  ridiculed,  with  great  fpirit  and  pro- 
priety, Warburton's  general  idea  of  the  TEneid  as 
a  political  inftitute,  and  his  ill-fupported  afTertlon, 
that  both  the  ancient  and  modern  poets  afForded 
Virgil  a  pattern  for  introducing  the  Myfteries  in- 
to this  famous  epifode,  the  author  proceeds  to  ex- 
amine how  far  the  Critic's  hypothefis  of  initiation 
may  be  fupported  or  overthrown  by  the  text  of 
the  Poet.  "  It  is,"  fays  he,  "  from  extrinfical 
circumftances  that  we  may  expect  the  difcoverj 
of  Virgil's  allegory.    Every  one  of  thefe  circum- 

ftanoes 
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fiances  perfuades  me,  that  Virgil  defcribed  a  real, 
not  a  mimic  world,  and  that  the  fcene  lay  in  the 
Infernal  Shades,  and  not  in  the  Temple  of 
Ceres* 

The  fingularity  of  the  Cumsean  fhores  muft 
be  prefent  to  every  traveller  who  has  once  feen 
them*  To  a  fuperftltious  mind,  the  thin  cruft, 
vaft  cavities,  fulphureous  fteams,  poifonous  exha- 
lations, and  fiery  torrents,  may  feem  to  trace  out 
the  narrow  confine  of  the  two  worlds.  The  lake 
Avernus  was  the  chief  obje£t  of  religious  horror  ; 
the  black  woods  which  furrounded  it,  when  Vir- 
gil firft  came  to  Naples,  were  perfe(9:ly  fuited  to 
feed  the  fuperftition  of  the  people  It  was  ge- 
nerally believed,  that  this  deadly  flood  was  the 
entrance  of  Hell  f  ;  and  an  oracle  was  once  efta- 
blifhed  on  its  banks,  which  pretended,  by  magic 
rites,  to  call  up  the  departed  fpirits  jEneas, 

*  Strabo,  1?  v.  p.  i68. 
t  Sil.  Ital.  1.  xii. 

X  Diod,  Siculu?,  1.  iv.  p.  267,  edit»  Weffellng. 

wha 
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who  revolved  a  more  daring  enterprize,  addreflcs 
himfelf  to  the  prieftefs  of  thofe  dark  regions. 
Their  converfation  may  perhaps  inform  us  whe- 
ther an  initiation,  or  a  defcent  to  the  Shades,  was 
the  obje6l  of  this  enterprize.  She  endeavours  to 
deter  the  hero,  by  fetting  before  him  all  the  dan* 
gers  of  his  rafh  undertaking : 

Facilis  defcenfus  Averni ; 
Noftes  atque  dies  patet  atri  janua  Ditis  : 
Scd  revocare  gradum,  fuperafque  evadere  ad 
auras, 

Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  eft 

Thefe,  particulars  are  abfolutely  irrecon- 
eileable  with  the  idea  of  initiation,  but  perfe6tly 
agreeable  to  that  of  a  real  decent.  That  every 
ftep  and  every  inftant  may  lead  us  to  the  grave, 
is  a  melancholy  truth.  The  Myfteries  were  only 
ppen  at  ftated  times,  a  few  days  at  moft  in  the 

•  ^neid  vi,  ia6, 

courfe 
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courfe  of  a  year.  The  mimic  defcent  of  the  Myf- 
teries  was ,  laborious  and  dangerous,  the  return  to 
fight  cafy  and  certain.  In  real  death  this  order  is 
inverted : 

— — —  Pauci  quos  sequus  amavit 
Jupiter,  aut  ardens  evexit  ad  aethera  virtus, 
Diis  gcniti,  potuere 

Thefc  heroes,  as  we  learn  from  the  Speech  of 
-ffineas,  were  Hercules,  Orpheus,  Caftor  and 
Pollux,  Thefeus,  and  Pirithous.  Of  all  thcfe  an- 
tiquity believed,  that,  before  their  death,  they  had 
feen  the  habitations  of  the  dead  5  nor  indeed  will 
any  of  the  circumftances  tally  with  a  fuppofed 
initiation.  The  adventure  of  Eurydice,  the  alter- 
nate life  of  the  Brothers,  and  the  forcible  intru- 
fion  of  Alcides,  Thefeus,  and  Pirithous,  would 
mock  the  endeavours  of  the  moft  fubtle  critic, 
who  fliould  try  to  melt  them  down   into  hii 

*^neid  :.  '  ; 

fi/ji:::3 
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fevourite  Myfteries,  The  exploits  of  Hercules^ 
who  triumphed  over  the  King  of  Terrors— 

Tartareum  ille  manu  cuftodem  in  vlncla  petivlt 
Ipfius  a  folio  regis,  traxitque  trementem 

was  a  wild  imagination  of  the  Greeks  f  ;  but  It 
was  the  duty  of  ancient  Poets  to  adopt  and  cm- 
bellilh  thefe  popular  traditions  ;  and  it  is  the  in- 
tereft  of  every  man  of  tafte  to  acquiefce  in  their 
poetical  fi^ions*^' 

Virgil  has  borrowed,  as  ufual,  from  Homer 
his  epifode  of  the  Infernal  Shades,  and,  as  ufual, 
has  infinitely  improved  what  the  Grecian  had  in- 
vented. If  among  a  profufion  of  beauties  I  durft 
venture  to  point  out  the  moft  ftriking  beauties  of 
the  fixth  Book,  I  fliould  perhaps  obferve,  i.  That 
after  accompanying  the  hero  through  the  filent 
realms  of  Night  and  Chaos,  we  fee,  with  afto- 
nifhment  and  pleafure,  a  new  creation  burfting 
upon  us.    2.  That  we  examine,  with  a  delight 

♦  ^ncid  vi,  395. 

t  Homer  OdyfT.  1.  xi.  ver.  6x3*  Apoll.  Bib.  1,  ii.  c.  5. 

which 
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which  fprings  from  the  love  of  virtue,  the  juft 
empire  of  Minos,  in  v/hlch  the  apparent  irregu- 
larities of  the  prefent  fyftem  are  correfted  ;  where 
the  patriot  who  died  for  his  country  Is  happy,  and 
the  tyrant  who  opprefled  it  is  miferable.  3.  As 
we  intereft  ourfelves  in  the  hero's  fortunes,  we 
fhare  his  feelings the  melancholy  Palinurus, 
the  wretched  Deiphobus,  the  indignant  Dido, 
the  Grecian  kings,  who  tremble  at  his  prefence, 
and  the  venerable  Anchifes,  who  embraces  his 
pious  fon,  and  difplays  to  his  fight  the  future 
glories  of  his  race  :  all  thefe  objedls  afFeft  us  with 
a  variety  of  pleafing  fenfations. 

Let  us  for  a  moment  obey  the  mandate  of 
our  great  Critic,  and  confider  thefe  awful  fcenes 
as  a  mimic  fhew,  exhibited  in  the  Temple  of 
Ceres,  by  the  contrivance  of  the  prieft,  or,  if  he 
pleafes,  of  the  legiflator.  Whatever  was  animated 
(I  appeal  to  every  reader  of  tafte),  whatever  was 
terrible,  or  whatever  was  pathetic,  evaporates  into 
lifelefs  allegory  : 

 Tenuem 
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.  ,  „  ,„^— .  Tenuem  fine  viribus  umbram, 
■  — «—  Dat  inania  verba, 

Dat  fine  mente  fonum,  grefllifque  effingit  euntis. 

The  end  of  philofophy  is  truth ;  the  end  of  poe- 
try is  pleafure.  I  willingly  adopt  any  interpreta- 
tion which  adds  new  beauties  to  the  original ;  I 
aflift  in  perfuading  myfelf  that  it  is  juft,  and  could 
almoft  fliew  the  fame  indulgence  to  the  Critic's 
as  to  the  Poet's  fiction.  But  lliould  a  grave 
Dodlor  lay  out  fourfcore  pages  in  explaining 
away  the  fenfe  and  fpirit  of  Virgil,  I  fhould  have 
every  inducement  to  believe  that  Virgil's  foul  was 
very  different  from  the  Doftor's." 

Having  (hewn,  in  this  fpirited  manner,  how 
far  the  hypothefis  of  the  Critic  is  inconfiftent 
with  particular  paflages,  and  with  the  general 
character  of  the  Poet,  the  EflTayift  proceeds  to  al- 
ledge  "  two  fimple  reafons,  which  pcrfuade  him 
that  Virgil  has  not  revealed  the  fecret  of  the  Eleu- 
finian  myfteries  :  the  firft  is  his  ignorance^  and  the 

fecoiid 
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fecond  his  difcretion.'^  The  author  then  prores, 
by  very  ingenious  hiftorical  arguments,  ift,  That 
it  is  probable  the  Poet  was  never  initiated  himfelf ; 
and,  2dly,  That  if  he  were  fo,  it  is  more  pro- 
bable that  he  would  not  have  violated  the  laws 
both  of  religion  and  of  honour,  in  betraying  the 
fecret  of  the  Myfteries  j  particularly,  as  that  fpe- 
cies  of  profanation  is  mentioned  with  abhorrence 
by  a  cotemporary  Poet : 
• 

— — Vetabo,  qui  Cereris  facrum 
Vulgarit  arcanae,  fub  iifdem 

Sit  trabibus,  fragilemque  mecunt 
Solvat  phafelum, 

HoR.  1.  iii.  od.  2. 

When  Horace  compofed  the  Ode  which  contains 
the  preceding  pafiage,  "  the  MmA  (continues 
my  author)  and  particularly  the  fixth  Book,  were 
already  known  to  the  public  *.  The  deteftation 
«f  the  wretch  who  reveals  the  Myfteries  of  Ceres, 

*  Douat.  in  Virgil,    Piopcrt.  I.  ii.  el.  xxy.  v.  66. 
1©  thougk 
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though  exprefled  in  general  terms,  muft  be  applied 
by  all  Rome  to  the  author  of  the  fixth  Book  of 
the  -^neid.  Can^we  ferioufly  fuppofe  that  Ho- 
race would  have  branded  with  fuch  wanton  in- 
famy one  of  the  men  in  the  world  whom  he  loved 
and  honoured  the  moft  *  ? 

"  Nothing  remains  to  fay,  except  that  Horace 
was  himfelf  ignorant  of  his  friend's  allegorical 
meaning ;  which  the .  Bifliop  of  Gloucefter  has 
fmce  revealed  to  the  world.  It  may  be  fo ; 
yet,  for  my  own  part,  I  fhould  be  very  well 
fatisfied  with  underftanding  Virgil  no  better  than 
Horace  did.'* 

Such  is  the  forcible  reafoning  of  this  ingenious 
and  fpirited  writer.  I  have  been  tempted  to  tran- 
fcribe  thefe  confiderable  portions  of  his  Work,  by 
an  idea  (perhaps  an  ill-founded  one)  that  the  cir- 
culation of  his  little  Pamphlet  has  not  been  equal 
to  its'  merit.  But  if  it  has  been  in  any  degree  ne- 
glected by  our  country,  it  has  not  efcaped  the  re- 

•  Hor.  1.  i.  od.  3.  1.  i.  fcrm.  v.  ver,  39^  Sec, 
Vol.  III.  M  fearches, 
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fearcheSj  or  wanted  the  applaufe,  of  a  learned  and 
judicious  foreigner.    Profeflbr    Heyne^   the  late 
accurate  and  accompliflied  Editor  of  Virgil,  has 
mentioned  it  in  his  Comments  to  the  fixth  Book 
of  the  iEneidj  with  the  honour  it  deferves.  He 
remarks,  indeed,  that  the  Author  has  cenfured 
the  learned  Prelate  with  fome  little  acrimony ; 
"  Paullo  acrius  quam  velis."  But  what  lover  of 
poetry,  unbiafTed   by  perfonal  connedlion,  can 
fpeak  of  Warburton  without  fome  marks  of  in- 
dignation ?  If  I  have  alfo  alluded  to  this  famous 
Commentator  with  a  contemptuous  afperity,  it 
arifes  from  the  perfuafion  that  he  has  fuUied  the 
page  of  every  Poet  whom  he  pretended  to  illuf- 
trate  ;  and  that  he  frequently  degraded  the  ufeful 
and  generous  profeffion  of  Criticifm  into  a  mean 
infirument  of  perfonal  malignity  :  or  (to  ufe  the 
more  forcible  language  of  his  greateft  antagonift) 
that  he  "  inverted  himfelf  in  the  high  office  of 
Inquifitor   General   and  Supreme  Judge  of  the 
Opinions  of  the  Learned  >  which  he  afliimed  and 
exercifed  with  a  ferocity  and  defpotifm  without 

example 
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rxample  in  the  Republic  of  Letters,  and  hardly 
to  be  paralleled  among  the  difciples  of  Domi- 
nic       It  is  the  juft  lot  of  tyrants  tp  be  detefted  ; 
and  of  alj  ufurpers,  the  literary  defpot  is  the  leaft 
cxcufable,  as  he  has  not  the  common  tyrannical 
pica  of  neceffity  or  intereft  to  alledge  in  his  behalf ; 
for  the  prevalence  of  his  ediSfs  will  be  found  to 
fink  in   proportion   to  the  arbitrary  tone  with 
which  they  are  pronounced.    The  fate  of  War- 
burton  is  a  fcriking  inftance  of  this  important 
truth.    What  havock  has  the  courfe  of  very  fev/ 
years  produced  in  that  pile  of  imperious  criticifm 
which  he    had  heaped    together !  Many  of  his 
notes  on  Shakefpeare  have  already  refigned  their 
place  to  the  fuperior  comments  of  more  accom- 
pliflied  Critics  ;  and  perhaps  the  day  is  not ,  far 
diftant,  when  the  volumes  of  Pope  himfelf  will 
ceafe  to  be  a  repofitory  for  the  lumber  of  his 

•  Letter  to  Warburton  by  a  late  Profeflbr,  &c.  p*  9. 
2d  edition. 

M  2  friend. 
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friend.  The  fevereft  enemies  of  Warburton  muft 
indeed  allow,  that  feveral  of  his  remarks  on  his 
Poetical  Patron  are  entitled  to  prefervation,  by 
their  ufe  or  beauty;  but  the  greater  part,  I  ap- 
prehend, are  equally  deftitute  of  both :  and  how 
far  the  Critic  was  capable  of  difgracing  the  Poet, 
muft  be  evident  to  every  reader  who  recolledls 
that  the  nonfenfe  in  the  Eflay  on  Criticifm,  where 
Pegafus  is  made  to  fnatch  a  grace^  which  is  juftly 
cenfured  by  Dr.  Warton,  was  firft  introduced 
into  the  poem  by  an  arbitrary  tranfpofition  of  the 
editor. 

Though  arrogance  is  perhaps  the  moft  ftrik- 
ing  and  chara£leriftical  defe£t  in  the  compofition 
of  this  afluming  Commentator,  he  had  certainly 
other  critical  failings  of  confiderable  importance  j 
and  it  may  poffibly  be  rendering  fome  little  fer- 
vice  to  the  art  which  he  profefled,  to  inveftigate 
the  peculiarities  in  this  fmgular  writer,  which 
confpire  to  plunge  him  in  the  crowd  of  thofe 
ivanefcent  critics  (if  I  may  ufe  fuch  an  expre/Eon) 

whom 
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whom  his  friend  Pope  beheld  in  fo  clear  a  vifion, 
that  he  feems  to  have  given  us  a  prophetical 
portrait  of  his  own  Commentator  4 

Critics  I  faw,  that  others'  names  efface, 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  the  place ; 
Their  own,  like  others',  foon  their  place  re-, 
fign'd, 

Or  difappear'd,  and  left  the  firft  behind, 

I  fliall  therefore  hazard  a  few  farther  obferva- 
tions,  not  only  on  this  famous  Critic  of  our  age 
and  country,  but  on  the  two  greater  names  of 
antiquity,  to  each  of  whom  he  has  been  de- 
clared fuperior  by  the  partial  voice  of  enthufiaftic 
friendfliip.  I  wifli  not  to  ofFend  his  moft  zea- 
lous adherents  ;  and,  though  I  cannot  but  con- 
fider  him  as  a  literary  ufurper,  I  fpeak  of  him  as 
a  great  Hiftorian  faid  of  more  exalted  tyrants, 
fine  ira  et  ftudio,  quorum  cauf^s  procul  habeo. 

■  There  feem  to   be  three   natural  endow- 
ments requifite  in  the  formation  of  an  accom- 
M  3  plifhcd 
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pliflied    critic ;  —  ftrong    underftanding,  lively 
imagination^  and   refined   fenfibility.    The  firft 
was  the  chara6lerifl:ic  of  Ariftotle  ;  and,  by  the 
confent  of  all  ages,  he  is  allowed  to  have  pof- 
fefTed  it  in  a  fuperlative  degree.    May  I  be  par- 
doned for  the  opinion,  that  he  enjoyed  but  a  very 
moderate  portion  of  the  other  Hvo  ?  I  v^ould  iu)t 
abfolutely  fay,  that  he  had  neither  Fancy  nor  Feel- 
ing :  but  that  his  imagination  was  not  brilliant^ 
and  that  his  fenfibility  was  not  exquifite,  may,  I 
think,  be  fairly  prefumed  from  the  general  tenor 
of  his  profe  3  nor  does  the  little  relique  of  his 
poetry  contradift  the  idea.    The  two  qualities  in 
which  Ariftotle  may  be  fuppofed  defecSlive,  were 
the  very  two  which  peculiarly  diftinguifli  Lon- 
ginus  ;  who  certainly  wanted  not  underftanding, 
though   he  might  not  poflefs  the  philofophical 
fagacity  of  the  Stagyrite.    When  confidered  in 
every  point  of  view^  he  appears  the  moft  con- 
fummate  charadler  among  the  Critics   of  anti- 
quity.   If  Warburton  bore  any  refemblance  to 
cither  of  thefe  mighty  names,   I  apprehend  it 

muft 
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muft  be  to  the  former,  and  perh  ps  in  imagina- 
tion he  was  fuperior  to  Ariftotle :  but,  of  the 
three  qualities  which  I  have  ventured  to  con- 
fider  as  requifite  in  the  perfect  Critic,  I  conceive 
him  to  have  been  miferably  deficient  in  the  hHy 
and  certainly  the  moft  eflential  of  the  three ;  for, 
as  the  great  Commentator  of  Horace  has  phi- 
lofophically  and  truly  remarked,  in  a  note  to 
that  Poet,  "  Feeling,  or  Sentiment,  is  not  only 
the  fureft,  but  the  fole  ultimate  arbiter  of  works 
of  genius  A  man  may  polTefs  an  acute  un- 

derftanding  and  a  lively  imaghiation,  without 
being  a  found  Critic ;  and  this  truth  perhaps 
cannot  be  more  clearly  fhewn  than  in  the 
writings  of  Warburton.  His  underftanding 
was  undoubtedly  acute,  his  imagination  was 
lively;  but  Imagination  and  Sentiment  are 
by  no  means  fynonymous ;  and  he  certainly 
wanted  thofe  finer  feelings,  which  conftitutc^ 
accuracy  of  difcernment,  and  a  perfeft  percep- 
tion  of   literary   excellence.     In  confequence 

*  Notes  on  the  Epiftle  to  Auguftus,  ver,  21©, 

M  4  of 
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of  this  defeft,  inftead  of  feizing  the  real  fenfc 
and  intended  beauties  of  an  author,  he  frequently 
followed  the  caprices  of  his  own  aftive  fancy, 
which  led  him  in  queft  of  fecret  meanings  and 
myfterious  allufions  ;  thefe  he  readily  found,  and 
his  powers  of  underftanding  enabled  him  to  drefs 
thein  up  in  a  plaufible  and  fpecious  form,  and 
to  perfuade  many  readers  that  he  was  (what  he 
believed  himfelf  to  be)  the  reftorcr  of  genuine 
Criticifm.  As  a  farther  proof  that  he  was  defti- 
tute  of  refined  fenfibility,  I  might  alkdge  the 
peculiarity  of  his  diftion,  which,  as  Dr.  John- 
fon  has  very  juftly  remarked,  is  coarfe  and  im- 
pure. Perhaps  it  may  be  found,  that  in  pro- 
portion as  authors  have  enjoyed  the  quality 
which  I  fuppofe  him  to  have  wanted,  they  have 
been  more  or  lefs  diftinguiflied  by  the  eafe,  the 
elegance,  and  the  beauty  of  their  language : 
were  I  required  to  fortify  this  conjedlure  by  ex- 
amples, I  fhould  produce  the  names  of  Virgil 
and  Racine,  of  Fenelon  and  Addifon — that 
Addifon,  who,  though  infulted  by  tha  Com- 
mentator 
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mentator  of  Pope  with  the  names  of  an  indif- 
ferent Poet  and  a  worfe  Critic,  was,  I  think,  as 
much  fuperior  to  his  infulter  in  critical  tafte,  and 
in  folidity  of  judgment,  as  he  confeffedly  was  in 
the  harmony  of  his  ftyle,  and  in  all  the  finer 
graces  of  beautiful  compofition. 

NOTE  VI.    Verse  257. 

^Tis /aid  hy  one^  who^  with  this  candid  claim^ 
Has  gairCd  no  fading  wreath  of  critic  fame.'] 
Thefe,  and  the  fix  fubfequent  lines,  allude  to  the 
following  paflage  in  Dr.  Warton's  Eflay  on  Pope: 
I  conclude  thefe  refle£lions  with  a  remarkable 
fadl: — In  no  polifhed  nation,  after  Criticifm  has 
been  much  ftudied,  and  the  rules  of  writing  efta- 
bliflied,  has  any  very  extraordinary  work  ever  ap- 
peared. This  has  vifibly  been  the  cafe  in  Greece,  in 
Rome,  and  in  France,  after  Ariftotle,  Horace,  and 
Boileau  had  written  their  Arts  of  Poetry.   In  our 
own  country,  the  rules  of  the  Drama,  for  inftance, 

wera 
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were  never  more  completely  underftood  than  at 
prefent ;  yet  what  uninterefting,  though  faultlefs. 
Tragedies  have  we  lately  feen  ?  fo  much  better 
is  our  judgment  than  our  execution.  How  to  ac- 
count for  the  fa£l  here  mentioned,  adequately  and 
juftly,  would  be  attended  with  all  thofe  difficult 
ties  that  await  difcufRons  relative  to  the  produc- 
tions of  the  human  mind,  and  to  the  delicate  and 
fecret  caufes  that  influence  them  ;  v/hether  or  no 
the  natural  powers  be  not  confined  and  debilitated 
by  that  timidity  and  caution  which  is  occafioned 
by  a  rigid  regard  to  the  didlates  of  art ;  or  whe- 
ther  that  philofophical,  that  geometrical,  and  fyf- 
tematical  fpirit  fo  much  in  vogue,  which  has 
fpre^d  itfelf  from  the  fciences  even  into  polite  li- 
terature, by  confulting  only  reafon^  has  not  dimi- 
nifhed  and  deftroyed  fentiment^  and  made  our  poets 
write  from  and  to  the  head^  rather  than  the  heart ; 
or  whether,  laftly,  when  juft  models,  from  which 
the  rules  have  necelTarily  been  dr<iwn,  have  once 
^ippeared,  fucceeding  writers,  by  vainly  and  am- 

bitioufly 
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bltioufly  ftriving  to  furpafs  thofe  juft  models,  and 
to  fhine  and  furprife,  do  not  become  ftifF  and 
forced,  and  afFefted  in  their  thoughts  and  dic- 
tion."   Warton's  Eflay,  page  209,  3d  edition. 

I  admire  this  ingenious  and  modeft  reafon-!- 
ing;  but,  for  the  honour  of  that  feverer  art, 
which  this  pleafmg  writer  has  the  happy  talent 
to  enliven  and  embellifh,  I  will  venture  to  ftart 
fome  doubts  concerning  the  fa6l  itfelf  for  which 
he  endeavours  to  account.    Perhaps  our  acquaint-? 
ance  with  thofe  writings  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
which  were  fubfequent  to  Ariftotle  and  Horace, 
is  not  fufficiently  perfedl  to   decide   the  point 
either  way  in  refpedl  to  thofe  countries.  But  with 
regard  to  France,  may  we  not  aflert,  that  her  po- 
etical productions,  which  arofe  after  the  publica* 
tion   of  Boileau's  Didadlic  EfTay,  are  at  leaft 
equal,  if  not  fuperior,  to  thofe  which  preceded 
that  period  ?  If  the  Henriade  of  Voltaire  is  not  a 
fine  Epic  poem,  it  is  allowed  to  be  the  beft  which 
the  French  have  to  boaft  ^  not  to  mention  the 

dramatic 
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dramatic  works  of  that  extraordinary  and  univcr- 
fal  author.  If  this  remarkable  fa6l  may  indeed 
be  found  true,  I  fhould  rather  fuppofe  it  to  arife 
from  the  irritable  nature  of  the  poetic  fpirit,  fo 
peculiarly  averfe  to  reftraint  and  eontroul.  The 
Bard  who  could  gallop  his  Pegafus  over  a  free  and 
open  plain,  might  be  eager  to  engage  in  fo  pleafing 
an  exercife  ;  but  he  who  obferved  the  diredllon- 
pofts  fo  thickly  and  fo  perverfely  planted,  that,  in- 
ftead  of  aflifting  his  career,  they  muft  probably  oc- 
cafion  his  fall,  would  eafily  be  tempted  to  defcend 
from  his  ftecd,  and  to  decline  the  courfe.  Let 
me  illuftrate  this  conjeflure  by  a  ftriking  faft,  in 
the  very  words  of  the  Poet  juft  mentioned,  who 
was  by  no  means  deficient  in  poetical  confix 
dence,  and  who  has  left  us  the  following  anec- 
dote of  himfelf,  in  that  pleafing  little  anony- 
mous work,  intitled,  Commentaire  Hiftorique 
fur  les  Oeuvres  de  I'Auteur  de  la  Henriade.  II 
lut  un  jour  plufieurs  chants  de  ce  poeme  chez  le 
jeune  Prefident  de  Maifonf^,  fon  intime  ami.  On 

rimpatientii 
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rimpatienta  par  des  objt<aions ;  il  jetta  fon  ma- 
nufcrit  dans  le  feu.  I.e  Prefident  Henaut  Ten 
retira  avec  peine.  "  Souvenez  vous  (lui  dit 
Mr.  Henaut)  dans  une  de  fes  lettres,  que  c'eft 
moi  qui  ai  fauve  la  Henriade,  et  qu'il  m'en  a 
coute  une  belle  paire  de  manchettes.'' 

To  return  to  the  Eflay  on  Pope. — I  rejoice  that 
the  amiable  Critic  has  at  length  obliged  the  pub- 
lic with  the  conclufion  of  his  mofl:  engaging  and 
ingenious  work :  he  has  the  Angular  talent  to 
inftrufl:  and  to  pleafe  even  thofe  readers  who 
are  moft  ready  to  revolt  from  the  opinion  which 
he  endeavours  to  eftablifli ;  and  he  has  in  fomc 
degree  atoned  for  that  excefs  of  feverity  which 
his  firft  volume  difcovered,  and  which  (link  the 
reputation  of  Pope  in  the  eyes  of  many,  who 
judge  not  for  themfelves,  even  far  below  that 
mortifying  level  to  which  he  meant  to  reduce  it. 
Had  Pope  been  alive,  to  add  this  fpirited  eflay  to 
the  bundle  of  writings  againft  himfelf,  which  he 
is  faid  to  have  colle£ledj  he  muft  have  felt,  that, 

like 
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like  the  dagger  of  Brutus,  it  gave  the  moft  pain-- 
ful  blow,  from  the  charadler  of  the  aflailant : 

All  the  confplrators,  fave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caefar;" 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honeft  thought. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them." 

Yet  Pope  afcended  not  the  throne  of  Poetry  by 
ufurpation,  but  was  feated  there  by  a  legal  title  ; 
of  which  I  fliall  fpeak  farther  in  a  fubfequent 
note, 

NOTE  VIL    Verse  359. 

His  hallowed  fuhjeSf^  by  that  Law  forbid^ 
Might  Jtlll  have  laid  in  Jilent  darknefs  hid.'] 
Boileau's  Art  of  Poetry  made  its  firft  appearance 
in  1673,  fix  years  after  the  publication  of  Pa- 
radife  Loft.  The  verfes  of  the  French  Poet  to 
which  I  have  particularly  alluded,  are  thefe  : 

I  C^eft 
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C'eft   done   bien   vainement  que   nos  auteurs 

d€CUS, 

Banniflant  de  leurs  vers  ces  ornemcns  re^u^, 
Penfent  faire  agir  Dieu,  fes  faints,  et  fes  pro- 
phetes, 

Comme  ces  dieux  eclos  du  cerveau  des  Poetes  5 
Mettent  a  chaque  pas  le  leileur  en  enfer ; 
N'  ofFrent  rien  qu*  Aftaroth,  Belz^buth,  Lu- 
cifer. 

De  la  foi  d'un  Chretien  les  myfteres  terribles 
D'ornemens  egayes,  ne  font  point  lufceptibles. 
L'  Evangile  a  I'efprlt  n'  ofFre  de  tous  cotes 
Que  penitence  a  faire,  et  tourmens  merites : 
Et  de  vos  ficlions  le  melange  coupable, 
Meme  a  fes  verites  donne  1'  air  de  la  fable. 
Et  quel  objet  enfin  a  prefenter  aux  yeux 
Que  le  Diable  toujours  hurlant  contre  les  cieux. 
Qui  de  votre  heros  veut  rabaiffer  la  gloire, 
Et  fouvent  avec  Dieu  balance  la  viiloire. 

Poetique  de  Despreaux, 
chant  iii.  ven  193,  &c. 

The 
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The  preceding  lines,  which  are  faid  to  have 
been  levelled  at  the  Clovis  of  Defmaretz,  appear 
fo  pointed  againft  the  fubje£l  of  Milton,  that  we 
,  might  almoft  believe  them  intended  as  a  fatire  on 
our  divine  Bard,  There  is  nothing  in  Boileau's 
admirable  Didadlic  Eflay  fo  liable  to  objedtion  as 
the  whole  paflage  concerning  Epic  poetry.  His 
patronage  of  the  old  Pagan  divinities,  and  his  ob* 
lique  recommendation  of  Claffical  heroes,  are 
alike  exceptionable.  Even  a  higher  name  than 
Boileau  has  failed  in  framing  precepts  for  the 
Epic  Mufe.  The  maxims  delivered  by  Tafib 
bimfelf,  in  his  Difcourfe  on  Epic  poetry,  are  fo 
far  from  perfcvSl,  that  an  agreeable  and  judicious 
French  critic  has  very  juftly  faid  of  him,  "  S'il 
cut  mis  fa  theorie  en  pratique,  fon  poem.e  n'auroit 
pas  tant  de  charmes  I  am  not  fo  vain  as  to 
think  of  fucceeding  in  the  point  v/here  thefe  im- 
mortal authors  have  failed  ;  and  I  muft  beg  my 


*  Marmontcl  Poetlqiie  Frangoife. 
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reader  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  work  is  by 
no  means  intended  as  a  code  of  laws  for  the  Epic 
poet  'y  it  is  not  my  defign 

To  write  receipts  how  poems  may  be  made ; 

for  I  think  the  writer  who  would  condefcend  to 
frame  this  higher  fpecies  of  compofition  accord- 
ing to  the  exadl  letter  of  any  direftions  whatever, 
may  be  moft  properly  referred  to  that  admirable 
receipt  for  an  Epic  poem,  with  which  Martinus 
Scriblerus  will  happily  fupply  him.  My  ferious 
defire  is  to  examine  and  refute  the  prejudices 
which  have  produced,  as  I  apprehend,  the  negledl 
of  the  Heroic  Mufe  :  I  wifli  to  kindle  in  our  Poets 
a  warmer  fenfe  of  national  honour,  with  ambi- 
tion to  excel  in  the  nobleft  province  of  poefy.  If 
my  EfTay  fliould  excite  that  generous  enthufi- 
afm  in  the  breaft  of  any  young  poetic  genius,  fo 
far  from  wifhing  to  confine  him  by  any  arbitrary 
diclates  of  my  own  imagination,  I  fliotild  rather 
fay  to  him,  in  the  words  of  Dante's  Virgil, 

Vol.  jit,  N  Npn 
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Non  afpettar  mio  dir  piu,  ne  mio  cennai 
Libero,  dritto,  fano  e  tuo  arbltrlo, 
E  fallo  fora  non  fare  a  fuo  fenno. 

NOTE  VIIL    Verse  377, 

Who  fcorn'd  all  limits  to  his  work  aJftgrCdy 
Save  by  th^  infpiring  God  who  ruPd  his  mind.  J 
^'  On  foot,  with  a  lance  in  his  hand,  the  Em- 
peror himfelf  led  the  folemn  proceffion,  and  di- 
re£led  the  line,  which  was  traced  as  the  boundary 
of  the  deflined  capital  5  till  the  growing  circum- 
ference was  obferved  with  aftoniftiment  by  the 
afliftants,  who  at  length  ventured  to  obferve,  that 
he  had  already  exceeded  the  moft  ample  meafure 
of  a  great  city.  "  I  (hall  ftill  advance,'*  replied 
Conftantine,  "  till  he,  the  invifible  guide  whq 
marches  before  me,  thinks  proper  to  ftop." 

Gibbon,  Vol.  II.  page  11, 

f:nd  of  the  Notes  to  the  Firjl  Epi/lle. 
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NOTE  L    Verse  28. 

J^J/^E  fee  thy  fame  traduced  by  Gallic  wit.]  Ho- 
mer, like  moft  tranfcendent  charafters,  has 
found  detradlors  in  every  age.  We  learn  from  a 
paflage  in  the  Life  of  Socrates,  by  Diogenes  Laer- 
tius,  that  the  great  Poet  had,  in  his  life- time,  an 
adverfary  named  Sagaris,  or  Syagrus ;  ^nd  his  ca- 
lumniator Zoilus  is  proverbially  diftinguilhed.  lix 
N  2  the 
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the  Greek  Anthologia,  there  is  a  fepulchral  in^ 
fcription  on  a  flanderer  of  the  fovereign  Ba^d, 
which,  for  its  enthufiaftic  fingularity,  I  fhall  pre- 
fent  to  the  reader : 

El  kcti  VTTO  x^ovi  xeiraiy  ofAco;  sri  nai  Kara  mtrcraj^ 

fjLia^oyT^o'ifii  %eyaT£  Ua^SsviSy 
Ounna  Hiz^i^Ziraiv  mf/'SO'e  [iv^ia  HEiva 

$?^£y/xaT«,  Hat  yivaa^m  aTt^Jua-iw  tT^zya^y^^ 
Tiihaa'B  Kai  (jLaviYi;  etti     roaoVy  (ocrr  ayo^w(rai 

n>iAQv  O^vca-mv  Hai  ^arov  l>da^a. 
To<  ya^  v7toZo(piamv  ^pmua-iv  afifxea-ov  mraj^ 
Kconvrny  nhom  7^ip,ov  aTcayxoyt^m;. 

Anthologia,  p.  70.  Edit.  Oxon.  1766. 


On 
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On  Parthenius  the  Phocenfian,  who  calumniated 
Homer. 

Here,  though  deep-buried  he  can  rail  no  more. 
Pour  burning  pitch,  on  bafe  Parthenius  pour  3 
Who  on  the  facred  Mufes  dar'd  to  fpirt 
His  frothy  venom  and  poetic  dirt ; 
Who  faid  of  Homer,  in  his  frantic  fcorn, 
The  Odyfley  was  mud,  the  Iliad  thorn; 
For  this,  dark  Furies,  in  your  fnakes  enroll, 
And  through  Cocytus  drag  the  fland'rous  foul, 

Parthenius,  fay  the  Commentators,  was  a  dif- 
ciple  of  DionyfiUs  of  Alexandria,  who  flourifhed 
under  Nero  and  Trajan.  Erycius,  the  author  of 
the  infcription,  is  fuppofed  to  have  lived  in  the 
fame  age. — Among  the  modern  adverfaries  of 
Homer,  the  French  are  moft  remarkable  for  their 
feverity  and  injuftice  :  nor  is  it  furprifing,  that 
the  nation  which  has  difplayed  the  fainteft  fparks 
of  Epic  fire,  fhould  be  the  moft  folicitous  to  re- 
duce the  oppreflive  fplendor  of  this  exalted  lumi- 
N  3  nary. 
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nary.  The  moft  depreciating  remarks  on  genittey 
in  every  walk,  are  generally  made  by  thofe  who  are 
the  leaft  able  to  prove  its  rivals ;  and  often,  per- 
haps, not  fo  much  from  the  prevalence  of  envious 
malignity,  as  from  the  want  of  vivid  and  delicate 
perception.  The  merits  and  the  failings  of  Ho- 
mer were  agitated  in  France  with  all  the  heat 
and  acrimony  of  a  theological  difpute,  Madame 
Dacier  diftinguiftied  herfelf  in  the  conteft  by  her 
uncommon  talents  and  erudition :  (he  cotnbated 
for  the  Grecian  Bard  with  the  fpirit  of  Minerva^ 
defending  the  father  of  the  Gods.  It  muft  how^ 
ever  be  confefled,  that  fhe  fometimes  overftepped 
the  modefty  of  wifdom,  and  caught,  unwarily, 
the  fcolding  tone  of  Juno.  It  is  indeed  amufmg, 
to  obferve  a  people,  who  pique  themfelves  on  their 
extreme  politenefs,  and  cenfure  Homer  for  the 
grofs  behaviour  of  his  Gods,  engaging  among 
themfelves  in  a  fquabble  concerning  this  very 
Poet,  with  all  the  unrefined  animofi ty  of  hisf 
Olympian  Synod.  In  the  whole  controverfy 
tJie;«  is  nothing  more  worthy  of  remembrance 

7  and 
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and  of  praife,  than  the  lively  elegance  and  the 
pleafing  good-humour  of  Mr.  de  la  Motte,  who, 
though  not  one  of  the  moft  exalted,  was  certain- 
ly one  of  the  moft  amiable  characters  in  the  lite- 
rary world ;  and  made  a  generous  return  to  the 
feverity  of  his  female  antagonift,  by  writing  an 
ode  in  her  praife.  Voltaire  has  pointed  out,  with 
his  ufual  fpirit,  the  failings  of  La  Motte  in  his 
Abridgement  of  the  Iliad ;  but  he  has  frequently 
fallen  himfelf  into  finlilar  defe6ls,  and  is  equally 
Unjuft  to  Homer,  againft  whom  he  has  levelled 
the  moft  bitter  farcafms  both  in  profe  and  verfe. 
Voltaire  attacking  Homer,  is  like  Paris  (hooting 
his  arrow  at  the  heel  of  Achilles  :  the  two  Poets 
are  as  unequal  as  the  two  ancient  Warriors  ;  yet 
Homer,  like  Achilles,  may  have  his  vulnerable 
fpot :  but  with  this  happy  difference,  that  although 
the  fliaft  of  ridicule^  which  is  pointed  againft  him, 
may  be  tinged  with  venom,  its  wound  cannot  be 
mortal.  Perhaps  no  better  anfwer  can  be  made 
tb  all  thofe  who  amufe  themfelves  with  writing 
againft  Homer,  than  the  following  reply  of  Ma- 
N  4  dame 
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dame  Dacier  to  the  Abbe  Tei'rafibn,  who  had 
attacked  her  favourite  Bard  in  two  abufive  vo- 
lumes :  —  "  Que  Monfieur  V  Abbe  TerralTon 
trouve  Homere  fot,  ridicule,  extravagant,  en- 
nuyeux,  c'eft  fon  afFaire,  le  public  jugera  fi  c'eft 
un  defaut  a  Homere  de  deplaire  a  M.  V  Abbe 
Terraflbn,  ou  a  V  Abbe  Terraflbn  de  ne 
pas  gouter  Homere/' 

NOTE     I.      V  E  R  s  E  85. 

E^en  Socrates  him/elf,  that  purejl  Sage^ 
Imbibed  his  Wijdom  from  thy  moral  page.]  Dio 
Chryfoftom,  in  one  of  his  orations,  has  called; 
Socrates  the  difciple  of  Homer,  and  drawn  a 
fhort  parallel  of  their  refpe£live  merits ;  obferving, 
in  honour  of  both,        Ofir]^;  ^oiYirng  ysyovsv  0105 

Dion.  Chrys.  p.  55.5^ 


8 


N  O  T  P 


SECOND   EPISTLE,  r»s 


NOTE   III.     Verse  119. 

How  high  foeer  Jhe  leads  his  daring  flighty  &:c.} 
I  mean  not  to  injure  the  dignity  of  Pindar  by  this 
aflertion.  Though  Quindlilian,  in  drawing  the 
character  of  the  Grecian  Lyric  Poets,  has  given 
him  high  pfe-emrnence  .in  that  choir,  we  may, 
1  think,  very  fairly  conjeilure  that  fome  odes  of 
Alcaeus  and  Stefichorus  were  not  inferior  to  thofc 
of  the  Theban  Bard,  who  is  faid  to  have  been  re- 
peatedly vanquiflied  in  a  poetical  conteft  by  hir 
female  antagonift  Corinna,  The  abfurd  jealouly 
of  our  fex  concerning  literary  talents,  has  led 
fome  eminent  writers  to  queftion  the  merits  of 
Corinna,  as  OJearius  has  obferved,  in  his  DilTerta- 
tion  on  the  female  Poets  of  Greece.  But  her  gfo- 
ry  feems  to  have  been  fully  eftabliflied  by  the  pub* 
lie  memorial  of  her  pi£lure,  exhibited  in  her  native 
city,  and  adorned  with  a  fymbol  of  her  vidory. 
Paufanias,  who  faw  it,  fuppofes  her  to  have  been 
one  of  the  handfomeft  women  of  her  time ;  and 
the  ingenuity  of  fome  Critics  imputes  her  fuccefs 

in 
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in  the  poetical  conteft  to  the  influence  of  her 
beauty.  They  have  taken  fome  liberties  left 
pardonable  with  her  literary  reputation;  and,  by 
their  curious  comments  on  a  fingle  Greek  fyl- 
iable,  made  the  fublime  Pindar  call  his  fair  rival 
a  Sqw\  though  the  unfortunate  v^ord  o-w£Ka>.£i^ 
which  may  be  twifted  into  that  meaning,  figni- 
fies,  in  its  more  obvious  conftrudion,  that  the: 
Poet  challenged  his  fuccefsful  antagonift  to  a  new 
trial  of  Ikill.— For  a  more  minute  account  of  this 
lingular  piece  of  criticifm,  I  muft  refer  the  reader 
t6  the  notes  on  Corinna,  in  the  Fragmenta  Poe- 
triarum,  by  Wolfius.  Time  has  left  us  only  a  few 
diminutive  fcraps  of  Corinna's  Poetry  ;  but  Plu- 
tarch, in  his  Treatife  on  the  Glory  of  the  Athe- 
nians, has  preferved  one  of  her  critical  Bon-mots^ 
which  may  deferve  to  be  repeated.  That  author 
afferts,  that  Corinna  inftru£led  Pindar  in  his  youthj 
Jlnd  advifed  him  to  adorn  his  compofition  with  the 
embellifliments  of  fable.  The  obedient  Poet  foon 
brought  her  fome  verfes,  in  which  he  had  followed 
her  advice  rather  too  freely;  when  bis  Tutrefs, 

fmiling 
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fmiling  at  his  profufion,  Tn         hiv  E(pr]  o-ttzi^hVj^ 

NOTE  IV.    Verse  126. 

Tet  may  not  Judgment^  with  fevere  dtjaain^ 
Slight  the  young  Rhodian^s  variegated  JlrainJ\ 
Apollonius,  furnamed  the  Rhodian  from  the  place 
of  his  refidence,  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  a  native 
of  Alexandria ;  where  he  is  faid  to  have  recited 
fome  portion  of  his  Poemj  vi^hile  he  vi^as  yet  a 
youth.    Finding  it  ill  received  by  his  country- 
men, he  retired  to  Rhodes,  where  he  is  conjec- 
tured to  have  poliflied  and  completed  his  Work  j 
fupporting  himfelf  by  the  profeffion  of  Rhetoric^- 
and  receiving  from  the  Rhodians  the  freedom  of 
their  city.    He  at  length  returned,  with  confide- 
rable  honour,  to  the  place  of  his  birth,  fucceed- 
ing  Eratofthenes  in  the  care  of  the  Alexandriai^ 
Library,  in  the  reign  of  Ptolemy  Euergetes,  who 
afcended  the  throne  of  Egypt  in  the  year  before 

Chrift 
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Ghrift  246.  That  prince  had  been  educated  hy 
the  famous  Ariftarchus,  and  rivalled  the  pre- 
ceding fovereigns  of  his  liberal  family  in  the  mu- 
nificent encouragement  of  learning;  Apollonius 
was  a  difciple  of  the  poet  Callimachus  ;  but  their 
connexion  ended  in  the  moft  violent  eiimity ; 
which  was  probably  owing  to  fome  degfee  of 
contempt  exprefled  by  Apollonius  for  the  light 
compofitions  of  his  mafter.  The  learned  have 
vainly  endeavoured  to  difcover  the  particulars 
of  their  quarrel. — The  only  Work  of  Apollo-* 
nlus  which  has  defcended  to  modern  times,  is  his 
Poem,  in  four  Books,  on  the  Argonautic  expe- 
dition* Both  Longinus  and  Quinflilian  have  af- 
figned  to  this  Work  the  mortifying  chara<£ler  of 
Mediocrity:  but  there  lies  an  appeal  from  the 
fentence  of  the  moft  candid  and  enlightened  Cri- 
tics to  the  voice  of  Nature  ;  and  the  merit  of 
Apollonius  has  little  to  apprehend  from  the  deci- 
fion  of  this  ultimate  judge.  His  Poem  abounds 
in  animated  defcription,  and  in  pafTages  of  the 

moft 
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moft  tender  and  pathetic  beauty.  How  finely 
painted  is  the  firft  fetting  forth  of  the  Argo !  and 
how  beautifully  is  the  wife  of  Chiron  introduced, 
holding  up  the  little  Achilles  in  her  arms,  and 
fhewing  him  to  his  father  Peleus  as  he  failed  along 
the  Ihore  !  But  the  chief  excellence  in  our  Poet, 
is  the  fpirit  and  delicacy  with  which  he  has  deli- 
neated the  paflion  of  love  in  his  Medea,  That 
Virgil  thought  very  highly  of  his  merit  in  this 
particular,  is  fufficiently  evident  from  the  minute 
exadtnefs  with  which  he  has  copied  many  tender 
touches  of  the  Grecian  Poet.  Thofe  who  com- 
pare the  third  Book  of  ApoUonius  with  the  fourth 
of  Virgil,  may,  I  think,  perceive  not  only  that 
Dido  has  fome  features  of  Medea,  but  that  the 
two  Bards,  however  different  in  their  reputation, 
refembled  each  other  in  their  genius  ^  and  that 
they  both  excel  in  delicacy  and  pathos. 


NOTE 
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NOTEV.    Verse  190. 

P^irgil  finks  loaded  with  their  heavy  praife.) 
Scaliger  appears  to  be  the  moft  extravagant  of 
ail  the  Critics  who  have  lavifhed  their  undiftin- 
guifliing  encomiums  on  Virgil,  by  aflerting  that 
he  alone  is  entitled  to  the  name  of  Poet.  Poeti- 
ces,  lib.  iii.  c,  2. — Though  the  opinion  of  Spence, 
and  other  modern  Critics,  concerning  the  cha- 
rafter  of  -Sneas,  confidered  as  an  allegorical 
portrait  of  Auguftus,  feems  to  gain  ground,  yet 
it  might  perhaps  be  eafy  to  overturn  the  inge-. 
nious  conjecStures  and  the  fanciful  reafoning  by 
which  that  idea  has  been  fupported.  This  attempt 
would  have  the  fanftion  of  one  of  the  moft  judir 
icious  Commentators  of  Virgil ;  for  the  learned 
Heyne  exprefsly  reje£ls  all  allegorical  interpre- 
tation, and  thinks  it  improbable  that  a  Poet  of 
fo  correil  a  judgment  could  have  adopted  a  plan 
y/hich  muft  necefli^rily  contrafl:  and  cramp  his 

powers. 
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powers.  He  even  ventures  to  alTert,  that  if  the 
charafter  of  ^Eneas  w^as  delineated  as  an  allego- 
rical portrait  of  Auguftus,  the  execution  of  it  is 
unhappy.  The  ftrongeft  argument  v^hich  has 
been  adduced  to  fupport  this  conjefture,  h 
founded  on  the  ingenious  interpretation  of  the 
following  paflage  in  the  opening  of  the  thir4 
Georgic  : 

Primus  ego  in  patriam  mecum,  modo  vita  £U-» 
perfit, 

Aonio  rediens  deducam  vertice  Mufas  : 
Primus  Idumseas  referam  tibi,  Mantua,  palmas  | 
£t  viridi  in  campo  templum  de  marmore  ponain 
Propter  aquam,  tardis  ingens  ubi  flexibus  errat 
MinciuSj  et  tenera  praetexit  artndine  ripas. 
In  medio  mihi  Caefar  erit,  templumque  tene-? 
^  bit,  &c. 

Thefe  lines,  in  which  Virgil  expreffes  his  in- 
tention of  dedicating  a  temple  to  Auguftus,  have 
been  confidered  as  the  r^ol^le/i  allegory  of  ancient 

Poetry  j 
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Poetry  *  ;  and  the  great  Critic  who  firft  ftarted 
the  idea  has  expatiated,  in  the  triumph  of  his 
difcovery,  on  the  myjlerious  beauties  they  con- 
tain :  but  the  whole  of  this  hypothefis  is  unfor- 
tunately built  upon  the  rejeilion  of  three  verfes, 
which  are  pronounced  unworthy  of  the  Poet,  and 
which,  though  found  in  every  MS.  the  Critic 
claims  a  right  of  removing.  A  licence  fo  extra- 
ordinary cannot  even  be  juftified  by  the  talents 
of  this  accompliflied  writer  :  for  if  the  lefs  elegant 
pafTages  of  the  ancient  Poets  might  be  removed 
at  pleafure,  their  compofitions  would  be  expofcd 
to  th^  caprice  of  every  fantaftic  commentator. 
The  obvious  and  literal  interpretation  not  only 
renders  this  violence  unneceflary,  but  is  more 
agreeable  to  the  judgment  of  the  Poet  and  the 
manners  of  his  age.  The  cuftom  of  ere£ling  real 
temples  was  fo  familiar  to  antiquity,  that  a  Ro- 
man would  never  have  fufpedled  the  edifice  was 
to  be  raifed  only  with  poetical  materials.  We 
^ay  eyen  conjedure,  from  a  line  of  Statius,  that 
*  Kurd's  Horace,  vol.  ii.  page  44* 

the 
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the  Poet  himfelf  had  a  temple  ere£led  to  his  me^ 
mory;  and,  without  any  breach  of  probability, 
we  may  admit  his  intention  of  giving  his  living 
Emperor  fuch  a  teftimony  of  his  gratitude.  This 
adulation,  though  ftiocking  to  us,  was  too  gene- 
rally juftified  by  example  to  oblige  the  Poet  ta 
palliate  it  by  a  fiftion.  He  had  before  ac- 
quiefced  in  the  divinity  of  his  Imperial  Pa- 
tron, and  had  exprefled  the  idea  in  its  full 
fcnfe : 

Namque  erit  ille  mlhi  femper  DeuSy  illius  aram 
§jepe  tener  noftris  ab  ovilibus  imbuet  agnu5. 

ECLOG.  1. 

Ingredere  et  votis  jam  nunc  afluefce  vocari. 

Georg.  I. 

Having  made  fuch  an  invocation  in  the  begin- 
ning of  his  Work,  was  his  delicacy  afterwards  to 
be  ftiocked,  and  oblige  him  to  pay  a  compliment 
under  the  difguife  of  an  obfcure  conceit  ?  for  that 

Vou  III.  O  allegory 
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allegory  muft  be  allowed  to  be  obfcure,  which 
had  remained  through  fo  many  ages  unexplained. 
The  unfortunate  rejeited  lines,  for  whofe  ele- 
gance we  do  not  contend,  may  at  leaft  be  refcued 
from  impropriety  by  a  literal  interpretation  of  the 
preceding  paflage ;  for,  difmifs  the  conjeftured 
allegory,  and  the  chief  objedtions  againft  them 
remain  no  longer.  If  the  phrafeology  be  peculiar, 
it  is  at  leaft  fupported  by  concurring  MSS.  The 
adjeflive  ardens  is  fometimes  undoubtedly  joined 
to  a  word  that  does  not  denote  a  fubftance  of  heat 
or  flame,  as  the  Critic  himfelf  admits  in  the  cafe 
of  ardent es  hojles^  to  which  we  may  add  the  ^^^r- 
hum  ardens  of  Cicero       As  to  the  li^e  which  is 

*  A  Friend  who  pofleffes  much  elegant  erudition,  has 
remarked  to  me,  that  the  learned  Prelate  is  particularly 
unhappy  in  his  affertion  refpe^lng  the  ufe  of  the  word 
ard£ns — an  affertion  completely  contradi6ted  by  the  fol- 
lowing paffages  from  Lucretius  and  Virgil  : 

Vulneris  ardenti  ut  morfu  premat  i6la  dolore. 

LucRET.  lib.  iii,  ver.  663. 

Qiios  ardens  erexit  ad  aethefa  virtus. 

-^NEiD  VI,  130. 
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faid  to  contain  the  moft  glaring  note  of  illegi- 
timacy, 

Tithoni  prima  quot  abeft  ab  origine  Caefar, 

many  reafons  might  induce  the  Poet  to  ufe  the 
name  of  Tithonus,  which  at  this  diftance  of  time 
it  is  not  cafy  for  us  to  conjedlure.  Perhaps  he 
chofe  it  to  vary  the  exprellion  of  AJfaraci  Proles^ 
which  he  had  adopted  in  the  preceding  lines.  The 
abfurdity  of  the  fubje£l- matter,  and  the  place  in 
which  it  is  introduced,  that  are  infifted  on  as  the 
principal  objeSlons,  arife  folely  from  the  allego- 
rical hypothefis  :  without  it  the  confl:ru6lion  will 
be  plain  and  natural.  The  Poet  exprefies  his  in- 
tention of  erecting  a  temple  to  Auguftus,  and 
expatiates  on  the  magnificence  with  which  it  was 
to  be  adorned  :  he  then  returns  to  his  prefent 
poetical  fubjeft— « 

Interea  Dryadum  fylvas  faltufque  fequamur— 

and,  having  dwelt  a  little  on  that,  to  avoid  too 
long  a  digrdlioHj  very  naturally  refumes  the 
O  2  praifes 
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praifes  of  the  Emperor,  by  alluding  to  the  fub- 
limer  fong  which  he  intended  to  devote  to  him 

hereafter : 

Mox  tamen  ardentes  accingar  dicere  pugnas 
Caefaris. 

Perhaps  the  important  pofition  that  gave  rife  to 
this  conjeiture,  and  to  others  of  a  fimilar  com- 
plexion, that  the  propriety  of  allegorical  com- 
pofition  made  the  diftinguiflied  pride  of  ancient 
poetry,"  is  as  queftionable  as  the  conjefture 
itfclf  J  and  a  diligent  and  judicious  perufal  of  the 
ancient  Poets  might  convince  us,  that  fimplicity 
was  their  genuine  chara£ter,  and  that  many  of 
their  allegorical  beauties  have  originated  in  the 
fertile  imagination  of  their  commentators,  Arif- 
tarchus,  indeed,  the  celebrated  model  of  ancient 
criticifm,  rejedled  with  great  fpirit  the  allegorical 
interpretations  of  Homer,  as  we  are  informed  by 
Eufthathius  \  but  the  good  Archbifliop  of  Thef- 
falonica,  who,  like  fome  modern  prelates,  had  a 
paffion  for  allegory,  cenfures  the  great  Critic  of 

Alexandria 
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Alexandria  for  his  more  fimple  mode  of  con- 
ftruftion,  and  fuppofes  it  an  injury  to  the  re- 
fined beauties  and  profound  wifdom  of  the  Poet. 
*Af<raf%o;  fievroi  /txvjJVv  ri  roov  'Ofxn^a  .  .  .  aXXnyofEiy 

ya}^y)$  ctjxxi^snai  rov  Tromnv. 

EusTH.  vol.  iii.  page  1300. 
Having  confidered  in  this  note  fome  conjedtures 
en  Virgil,  that  appear  to  me  fantaftical  and  ill 
founded,  I  am  tempted  to  produce  two  illuftra- 
tions  of  the  fame  great  poet,  which,  if  I  am  not 
deceived  by  friendfliip,  refledl  more  light  and 
honour  on  the  firft  of  the  Roman  poets.  At  all 
events,  they  will  be  efteemed  as  a  literary  cu- 
riofity  by  the  reader,  when  I  tell  him  they  were 
written  by  a  Critic,  whofe  name  is  doubly  en- 
titled to  refpedl  in  the  republic  of  letters,  from  his 
own  tafte  and  erudition,  and  from  the  poetical  ge- 
nius of  his  daughter. — In  the  early  part  of  his  life, 
Mr.  Seward  of  Lichfield  had  thoughts  of  pub- 
Jifhing  a  tranflation  of  Virgil  in  blank  verfe.^ 
Among  his  remarks  on  different  paflages  of  his 
O  3  auth^r^ 


19?      NOTES   TO  THE 

author,  the  two  following  appeared  to  me^  par^ 
ticularly  happy ;  and  I  tranfcribe  therrj  from  the 
papers  of  my  worthy  old  friend,  in  the  perfua-. 
fion  that  every  lover  of  Virgil  will  perufe  them 
with  pleafure. 

THERE  are  two  paffages  in  the  iEneid, 
which  feem  to  me  mifunderftood  by  all  the  com- 
mentators and  tranflators,  from  the  age  of  the 
Roman  dailies  to  the  prefent ;  and  yet,  when 
properly  explained,  they  will,  I  hope,  appear 
beautiful,  clear,  and  almoft  indifputablc.  I  fhaH 
mention  them  as  they  occurred  to  me.  The  firft 
of  thefe  lines  is  in  the  eighth  book  of  the  iEneid, 
verfe  695.  It  is  in  the  prophetic  defcription  of  the 
battle  of  A6tium,  between  Auguftus  and  Antony, 
carved  by  Vulcan  on  the  fliield  of  ^Eneas  ; 

— Arva  nova  Neptunia  caede  rubefcunt, 
Regina  in  mediis  patrio  vocat  agmina  fiftro  ; 
Necdum  etiam  geminos  a  tergo  refpicit  angues : 
Omnigenumque  deunr  monftra,   et  latrator 
Anubis, 

Contra 
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Contra  Neptunum,  et  Venerem,  contraquc 
Minervam, 

Tela  tenent :  faevit  medio  in  certamine  Mayors 
Caelatus  ferro,  triftefque  ex  aethere  Dirae : 
Et  fciffa  gaudens  vadit  Difcordia  palla, 
Quam  cum  fanguineo  fequitur  Bellona  flagello. 

The  difficulty  in  this  pafTage  is,  to  know  what 
and  where  the  two  prophetic  fnakes  were  behind 
Cleopatra's  back.  Moft  commentators  fay  that 
they  were  carved  upon  her  fhield,  which  hung 
upon  her  back ;  but  furely  this  could  not  be  de- 
figned  by  Virgil :  if  he  meant  to  reprefent  Cleo- 
patra in  armour,  as  he  undoubtedly  did,  he 
would  not  have  hung  her  fliield  behind  her  back 
in  the  hour  of  battle.  In  the  next  place,  why 
does  he  give  her  two  ferpents,  when  both  her 
fculptors,  painters,  and  hiftorians  give  her  only 
cncy  the  bite  of  which,  in  that  country  of  veno- 
mous creatures,  was  quite  fufficient  to  flay  her  ? 
Nor  would  Virgil,  the  model  of  perlpicuity,  ex- 
prefs  himfelf  fo  confufedly,  as  to  talk  of  her 
O  4  turning 
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turning  her  eyes  tQ  what  is  carved  upon  her  own 
back.  ^  If  the  reader  is  convinced  that  the  paf- 
fege  wants  perfpicuity,  he  will  be  pleafed  to 
find  the  whole  cleared  up,  by  obferving,  that  the 
two  fnakes  were  on  the  caduceus  of  Jnubisj 
which  confifted  of  a  dog's  head  on  a  human  figure, 
with  a  caduceus  in  one  hand,  on  the  top  of 
which  were  two  beautifully  curling  afps  or 
fnakes,  and  a  purfe  or  a  porridge  pot  in  his  left 
( Le  Pluche ) — from  whence  tlie  Greeks,  perhaps, 
without  knowing  the  meaning  of  this  emblem, 
took  their  Mercury,  They  difcarded  the  dog^s 
headj  as  unfightly,  and  placed  a  human  one  in  its 
ftead  ;  by  which  they  deftroyed  the  emblematic 
figures,  though  they  left  the  name  of  latrator^ 
or  barkery  fufficient  to  lead  us  to  its  real  mean- 
ing 5  which  was,  that  of  the  dog-^Jlary  the  rifin.g 
of  which  juft  preceded  the  overjlow  of  the  Nile* 
As  foon,  therefore,  as  the  aftronomers  of  Egypt 
could  difcern  the  dog-Jiar  rifen  in  the  fpring, 
they  gave  notice  of  it  by  their  Anubis^  or  dog^ 
\vhich  was  hung  out  on  their  feveral  towers,  (hat 
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all  the  people  might  fly  to  their  terraces  and 
places  of  fafety :  but  if  clouds  had  before  ob- 
ftrudled  the  view  of  the  ftar,  and  it  was  rifen 
high  before  it  was  difcernedj  they  added  wings 
to  his  feet  and  (boulders,  put  his  caduceus  in  his 
right  hand,  and  a  porridge  pot,  or  purfe,  in  his 
Jeft,  to  hurry  the  people  in  their  preparations 
againft  the  deluge.  Virgil  therefore,  in  de- 
fcribing  Cleopatra  in  her  fhip,  evidently  fuppofes 
the  name  of  her  (hip  to  hav^  been  Anuhis ;  whofe 
image  was  carved  on  the  poop  of  it,  holding 
his  caduceus  behind  Cleopatra,  The  reft  of  the 
Egyptian  fleet  having  "  omnigenum  deum  mon- 
llra,"  other  Egyptian  deities,  on  their  poops, 
who 

Contra  Neptunum^   et   Venerem,  contraque 

Minervam,  ^ 
Tela  tenent :  » 

that  is,  the  Egyptian  ftiips  and  Romafi  were 
fanged  \xi  battle  againft  each  other. 


Catia 


202       N  O  T  E  S   T  O   T  H  E 

Cana  fides,  ct  Vefta,  Rcmo  cum  fratre  Quirinus, 
Jura  dabunt : —      »  ^Eneid  I.  ver.  292, 

Scarce  any  paflage  in  Virgil  has  given  me 
greater  trouble,  took  longer  time,  or  gave  me 
greater  pleafure  in  the  difcovery,  than  this.  The 
difficulty  was,  to  know  how  Virgil  came  to  chufc 
Romulus  and  Remus,  the  one  the  murderer  of 
the  other,  as  the  joint  legiflators  of  a  new  golden 
age  of  peace  and  profperity  Much  hiftorical 
knowledge  has  been  in  vain  applied  to  form  many 
ftrange  interpretations,  with  "which  the  Critics 
themfelves  are  plainly  difTatisfied  :  much  the 
moft  plaufible  is  that  of  Ruseus,  that  "  Cana 
Fides  "  was  the  ancient  faith  of  citizens  to  each 
other  \  Vejla^  religion ;  and  Romulus  and  Remus^ 
the  power  of  the  Princes  unitQA  as  legiflators.  But 
how  a  Fratricide  could  reprefent  fuch  an  union 
would  be  ftrange  indeed. — I  will  not  detain  the 
reader  with  enumerating  the  many  abfurd  con- 
jedlures  of  interpretation,  but  (hall  only  mention 
fome  fails  relating  to  a  new  folution.  Firft,  this 
book  of  Virgil  was  evidently  written  foon  after 

the 
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the  battle  of  A^iim^  when,  Antony  being  fubducd, 
the  whole  world  feemed  at  peace,  and  Auguftus 
fliut  the  gate  of  Janus.    Mecaenas  was  his  fa- 
yourite  Minifter  and  Praetor  Urbanus ;  and  had 
juft  then,  with  wonderful  fagacity,  difcovered  and 
fupprefled  a  confpiracy  againft  the  Emperor's  life, 
on  his  return  in  triumph  to  Rome.    One  ©f  the 
principal  aftors  in  this  confpiracy,  was  the  fon  of 
the  late  Triumvir  Lepidus  \  whom,  with  feveral 
other  confpirators,  he  had,  unknown  each  to  the 
Other,  feized,  imprifoned,  and  privately  deftroyed, 
without  any  noife  or  public  difturbance.  The 
knowledge  of  this  recent  fa£l  makes  it  ftill  more 
furprifmg,  that  Virgil,  who  is  full  of  compliments 
to  his  patron  in  moft  of  his  other  workr,  fliould, 
in  his  principal  poem,  totally  omit  fpeaking  of 
him ;  unlefs  he  is  fuppofed  to  have  reprefented 
him  by  the  character  of  "  fidus  Achates,"  which 
apfiounts  to  no  more  than  that  of  lighting  a  lire  to 
dry  their  clothes  and  their  corn  after  a  ftorm,  or 
to  bring   Afcanius  to  his  father  to  partake  of 
Pido's  entertainment,     I  hope  to  prove  that  Vir- 
gil's 
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gil's  fuppofed  negledl  of  his  friend  is  not  true,  and 
that  he  is,  in  the  line  above,  elegantly  and  judi- 
cioufly  complimented  ;  as  alfo  very  intelligibly  fo, 
to  all  who  knew  the  hiftory  of  this  confpiracy, 
and  that  Mecaenas  was  Praetor  Urbanus,  with  a 
power  equal,  if  not  fuperior,  to  our  Lord  Chief 
Juftice  and  our  Lord  Chancellor  conjoined.  It 
occurred  to  me,  many  years  before  I  knew  any 
proof  of  it,  that  Cana  Fides,  et  Vefta,  et  Remo 
cum  fratre  Quirinus,"  were  the  names  of  thofc 
temples  where  Mecaenas  held  his  beds  of  juftice  ; 
in  the  fame  manner  as,  in  the  former  note,**  Anu- 
bis  "  and  "  Deorum  monftra"  were  only  the  names 
of  the  Egyptian  fhips  oppofed  to  thofe  of  the  Ro- 
mans, named  Mercury,  Venus,  and  Minerva.  I 
had  many  years  a  ftrong  fufpicion  of  this,  when, 
accidentally  reading  Horace's  Epiftle,  "  Ibam  forte 
via  facra,"  I  found  that  the  temple  of  Vefta  was 
employed  by  Mecaenas  for  trials  of  civil  caufes. 
See  Sat.  IX.  Book  I.  ~  Having  therefore  found 
my  conjefture,  with  regard  to  the  temple  of  Vefta, 
verified,  I  purfued  my  fearch  to  the  others,  viz. 

of 
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of  Romulus  and  Remus,  and  of  Fides.  The  firfl: 
I  found  to  be  the  place  of  trial  and  punifhment  of 
criminals ;  and  the  next  to  be  the  temple  where 
the  tablets  of  all  the  Senatus  Confulta  were  hunor 

o 

up,  and  which  in  Csefar's  time  were  fo  numerous, 
that  the  walls  of  the  temple  could  not  contain 
them,  and  therefore  an  additional  building  was 
creded:  this,  therefore,  feems  extremely  proper 
to  accompany  the  feats  of  judicature.  The  com- 
pliment to  Mecaenas,  is  this :  When  civil  wars 
fliall  ceafe,  and  all  power,  regal,  confular,  and 
tribunitial,  centre  in  Auguftus,  his  friend  and  fa- 
vourite, Mecaenas,  fliall  be  Praetor  Urbanus  ;  who 
fliall  rule  by  the  equitable  laws  fufpended  in  the 
ancient  temple  of  Fides,  fliall  decide  civil  caufes 
in  the  temple  and  grove  of  Vefta,  and  criminal 
ones  in  the  temple  of  Romulus  and  Remus  *.  All 
this  would  be  clearly  underftood  by  thofe,  who 
knew  the  ample  powers  conferred  on  Mecaenas 
by  his  judicial  ofEce  of  Pr^tor  Urbanus." 

*  The  foundation  walls  of  which  ftill  remain,  and  on 
them  is  buiJt  a  modern  temple,  dedicated  to  two  brother 
faints.— Antica, 

NOTE 
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NOTE    VL     Verse  260. 

Shall  Htjlorys  pen^  to  aid  his  vengeance  won."] 
There  is  hardly  any  eminent  perfonage  of  anti- 
quity, who  has  fufFered  more  from  detra£lion, 
both  in  his  literary  and  moral  character,  than  the 
poet  Lucan.  His  fate,  indeed,  feems  in  all  points 
to  have  been  peculiarly  fevere.  His  early  death, 
at  an  age  when  few  Poets  have  even  laid  the 
foundation  of  their  capital  work,  is  itfelf  fuffi- 
cient  to  excite  our  compaffion  and  regret;  but  to 
perifli  by  the  envious  tyranny  of  Nero  may  be 
confidered  as  a  bleffing,  when  compared  with  the 
more  cruel  misfortune  of  being  branded  with  in- 
famy in  the  immortal  pages  of  Tacitus,  I 
am  perfuaded  that  the  great  Hiftorlan  has  inad- 
vertently adopted  the  grofleft  calumny  againft  our 
Poet,  I  (hall  moft  readily  affign  my  reafons  for 
thinking  fo.  It  may  firft  be  proper  to  give  a 
Ihort  fketch  of  Lucan's  life. — He  was  the  fon  of 
Anneus  Mela,  the  youngeft  brother  of  Seneca ; 

and^ 
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and,  though  born  at  Corduba,  was  conveyed  to 
Rome  at  the  age  of  eight  months  ;  a  circum- 
ftance,  as  his  more  indulgent  critics  obfervc, 
which  fufficiently  refutes  the  cenfure  of  thofc  who 
confider  his  language  as  provincial.  At  Rome 
he  was  educated  under  the  Stoic  Cofnutus^  fo 
warmly  celebrated  by  his  difciple  Perfius  the  Sa- 
tirift,  who  was  the  intimate  friend  of  our  Poet» 
In  the  clofe  of  his  education,  Lucan  is  faid  to 
have  pafled  fome  time  at  Athens,  On  his  return 
to  Rome  he  rofe  to  the  office  of  Quaeftor,  before 
he  had  attained  the  legal  age.  He  was  afterwards 
inrolled  among  the  Augurs  ;  and  married  a  lady 
of  noble  birth,  of  whofe  amiable  charadter  I  (hall 
l^eak  more  at  large  in  a  fubfequent  note.  Lu- 
can had  for  fome  time  been  admitted  to  fami*- 
liarity  with  Nero,  when  the  Emperor  chofc  ta 
contend  for  poetical  honours,  by  the  public 
recital  of  a  poem  he  had  compofed  on  Niobe  ; 
and  fome  verfes  of  this  imperial  production  are 
fuppofed  to  be  preferved  in  the  Firft  Satire  of 
Perfius,   Lucan  had  the  hardinefs  to  repeat  a  poem 
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on  Orpheus,  in  competition  with  that  of  Nero  j 
and,  what  is  more  remarkable,  the  judges  of  the 
conteft  were  juft  and  bold  enough  to  decide 
againft  the  Emperor.  From  hence  Nero  became 
the  perfecutor  of  his  fuccefsful  rival,  and  forbade 
him  to  produce  any  poetry  in  public.  The  well- 
known  confpiracy  of  Pifo  againft  the  tyrant  foon 
followed  J  and  Tacitus,  with  his  ufual  Tarcaftic 
feverity,  concludes  that  Lucan  engaged  in  the 
enterprize  from  the  poetical  injuries  he  had  re- 
ceived :  a  remark  which  does  little  credit  to  the 
candour  of  the  Hiftorian ;  who  might  have  found 
a  much  nobler,  and  I  will  add  a  more  probable, 
motive  for  his  conduit,  in  the  generous  ardour  of 
his  charadery  and  his  paffionate  adoration  of 
freedom.  In  the  fequel  of  his  narration,  Tacitus 
alledges  a  charge  againft  our  Poet,  which,  if  it 
were  true,  muft  lead  us  to  deteft  him  as  the  moft 
abjeft  of  mankind.  The  Hiftorian  aflerts,  that 
Lucan,  when  accufed  of  the  confpiracy,  for  fomc 
time  denied  the  charge ;  but,  corrupted  at  laft  by 
a  promife  of  impunity,  and  defirous  to  atone  for 

the 
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the  tardinefs  of  his  confelHon,  accufed  his  mother 
Atilla  as  his  accomplice.  This  circumftance  is 
fo  improbable  in  itfelf,  and  fo  little  confonant  to 
the  general  charadter  of  Lucan,  that  fome  writers 
have  treated  it  with  contempt,  as  a  calumny  in- 
vented by  Nero  to  vilify  the  obje£t  of  his  envious 
abhorrence.  But  the  name  of  Tacitus  has  given 
fuch  an  air  of  authority  to  the  ftory,  that  it  may 
feem  to  deferve  a  more  ferious  difcuffion,  parti- 
cularly as  there  are  two  fubfequent  events  re- 
lated by  the  fame  Hiftorian,  which  have  a  ten- 
dency to  invalidate  the  accufation  fo  injurious  to 
our  Poet,  The  events  I  mean  are,  the  fate  of 
Annseus,  and  the  efcape  of  Atilla,  the  two  parents 
of  Lucan,  The  former  died  in  confequence  of  an 
accufation  brought  againft  him,  after  the  death 
of  his  fon,  by  Fabius  Romanus,  who  had  been 
intimate  with  Lucan,  and  forged  fome  letters  in 
his  name,  with  the  defign  of  proving  his  father 
concerned  in  the  confpiracy.  Thefe  letters  were 
produced  to  Nero,  who  fent  them  to  Ann^us, 
from  an  eager  defire,  fays  Tacitus,  to  get  pof- 
VoL.  III.  P  feflion 
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feffion  of  his  wealth.  From  this  fa£t  two  In- 
ferences may  be  drawn,  according  to  the  differ- 
ent lights  in  which  it  may  be  confidered: — If 
the  accufation  againft  Ann^eus  was  juft,  it  is  clear 
that  Lucan  had  not  betrayed  his  father,  and  he 
appears  the  lefs  likely  to  have  endangered  by  his 
confeffion  the  life  of  a  parent,  to  whom  he  owed 
a  ftill  tenderer  regard  : — If  Annaeus  was  not  in- 
volved in  the  confpiracy,  and  merely  put  to  death 
by  Nero  for  the  fake  of  his  treafure,  we  may  the 
more  readily  believe,  that  the  tyrant  who  mur- 
dered the  father  from  avarice,  might  calumniate 
the  fon  from  envy.  But  the  efcape  of  Atilla 
affords  us  the  ftrongeft  reafon  to  conclude  that 
Lucan  was  perfe£lly  innocent  of  the  abje6l  and 
unnatural  treachery,  of  which  Tacitus  has  fup- 
pofed  him  guilty.  Had  the  Poet  really  named  his 
mother  as  his  accomplice,  would  the  vindiftive 
and  fanguinary  Nero  have  fpared  the  life  of  a  wo- 
man, whofe  family  he  detefted,.  particularly  when 
other  females  were  put  to  death  for  their  fhare  in 
the  confpiracy?  That  Atilla  was   not  in  thzt 

*  number^ 
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number,  the  Hiftorlan  himfelf  informs  us  in  the 
following  remarkable  fentencej  Atilla  mater  An- 
nas! Lut^ni,  fine  abfolutlone,  fine  fiipplicio,  dif' 
fimulata ;  thus  tranflated  by  Gordon  :  "  The 
information  agalnft  Atilla,  the  mother  of  Lucan, 
was  diffembled ;  and,  without  being  cleared,  flie 
efcaped  unpunlfhed." 

The  preceding  remarks  will,  I  hope,  vindicate 
to  every  candid  mind  the  honour  of  our  Po^t ; 
whofe  firmnefs  and  intrepidity  of  character  are 
indeed  very  forcibly  difplayed  in  that  picture  of 
his  death  which  Tacitus  himfelf  has  given  us.  I 
fhall  prefent  it  to  the  Englifh  reader  in  the  words 
of  Gordon  ;  —  Lucan,  while  his  blood  ifliied 
in  ftreams,  perceiving  his  feet  and  hands  to  grow 
cold  and  ftifFen,  and  life  to  retire  by  little  and 
little  to  the  extrernities,  while  his  heart  was  ftill 
beating  with  vital  v/armth,  and  his  faculties  no 
wife  impaired,  recolle<5led  fome  lines  of  his  own, 
which  defcribed  a  wounded  foldier  expiring  in  a 
manner  that  refembled  this^  The  lines  themfelves 
he  rehearfed ;  and  they  were  the  laft  words  he 
P  2  ever 
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ever  uttered."  The  Annals  of  Tacitus,  Book 
XV.— The  critics  diifer  concerning  the  verfes  of 
the  Pharfalia  which  the  author  quoted  in  fo  me- 
morable a  manner.  I  fhall  tranfcribe  the  two 
paflages  he  is  fuppofed  to  have  repeated,  and 
only  add  that  Lipfius  contends  for  the  latter* 

Sanguis  erant  lacryrrise  :  qusecunque  foramina 
novit 

Humor,  ab  his  largus  manat  cruor  :  ora  re- 
dundant, 

Et  patulae  nares.:  fudor  rubet :  omnia  plenis 
Membra  fluunt  venis :  totum  eft  pro  vulnere 
corpus.  Lib,  ix.  814. 

Now  the  warm  blood  at  once,  from  every  part. 
Ran  purple  poifon  down,  and  drain'd  the  faint- 
ing heart. 

Blood  falls  for  tears  ;  and  o'er  his  mournful  face 
The  ruddy  drops  their  tainted  paflage  trace. 
Where'erthe  liquid  juices  find  a  way. 
There  ftreams  of  blood,  ther^  crimfon  rivers  ftray. 

His 
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His  mouth  and  gufliing  noftrils  pour  a  flood, 
And  e'en  the  pores  ouze  out  the  trickling  blood  j 
In  the  red  deluge  all  the  parts  lie  drown'd, 
And  the  whole  body  feems  one  bleeding  wound. 

RowE. 

Scinditur  avulfus ;  nec  ficut  vulnere  fanguis 
Emicuit  lentus ;  ruptis  cadit  undique  venis, 
Difcurfufque  animae,  diverfa  in  membra  meantis, 
Interceptus  aquis.  Lib.Jii.  v,  638, 

No  fingle  wound  the  gaping  rupture  feems, 
Where  trickling  crimfon  wellsin  flender  ftreams ; 
But,  from  an  op'ning  liorrible  and  wide, 
A  thoufand  veflels  pour  the  burfting  tide  : 
At  once  the  winding  channel's  courfe  was  broke,  • 
Where  wand'ring  life  her  mazy  journey  toafc  ; 
At  once  the  currents  all  forgot  their  "way,  , 
And  loft  their  purple  in  the  azure  fea. 

RowE. 


Such  was  the  death  of  Lucan,  before  he  ha4 
P  3  completed 
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completed  his  twenty-feventh  year.    If  his  cha* 
raster  as  a  man  has  been  injured  by  the  Hifto-» 
rian,  his  poetical  reputation  has  been  treated  not 
lefs  injurioufly  by  the  Critics.    Q^iintilianj  by  a 
frivolous  dlftinftion,  difputes  his  title  to  be  claf- 
fed  among  the  Poets;  and  Scaliger  fays,  with  a 
brutality  of  language  difgraceful  only  to  himfelf, 
that  he  feems  rather  to  bark  than  to  fing.  But  thefe 
i^nfults  may  appear  amply  compenfated,  wlien  w-e 
lemember,  that  in  the  moft  poliflied  nations  of 
modern  Europe  the   moft  elevated  and  poetic 
j'pirits  hav^  been  his  warmcft  admirers  ;  tha^t  in 
Froflioe  he  was  idQliz^ed   by  Corne.ille,  and  in 
England  tranfjated  by  Rowe. — The  fevereft  cen- 
fures  on  lyU/can  have  proceeded  from  thofe  who 
have  unf/airly  compared  his  languag.e  to  that  of 
Virgil :  but  how  unjuft  and  abfurd  is  fuch  a 
comparilbn  !  it  is  comparing  a;i  uneven  block  of 
porphyry,  taken  rough  from  the  quarry,  to  the 
moft    beautiful  fupcrficies   of  poliflied  marble. 
How  differently  fliould  we  think  of  Virgil  as  ^ 
poet,  if  we  poflefTed  only  the  verfcs  which  he 

wrote, 
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wrote  at  that  period  of  life  when  Lucan  compo- 
fed  his  Pharfalia  !  In  the  difpofition  of  his  fubjeft, 
in  the  propriety  and  elegance  of  diflion,  he  is 
undoubtedly  far  inferior  to  Virgil  :  but  if  wc 
attend  to  the  bold  originality  of  his  defign,  and  to 
the  vigour  of  his  fentiments ;  if  we  confider  the 
Pharfalia  as  the  rapid  and  uncorrected  Iketch  of  a 
young  poetj  executed  in  an  age  when  the  fpirit 
of  his  countrymen  was  broken,  and  their  tafte  in 
literature  corrupted,  it  may  juftly  be  efteemed  as 
one  of  the  moft  noble  and  moft  wonderful  produce 
tions  of  the  human  mind, 

NOTE  VII.    Verse  293. 

As  Lejbos  p^id  to  Pompey^s  lovely  Wife,']  Pom- 
pey,  after  his  defeat  at  Pharfalia,  proceeded  to 
Lefbos,  as  he  had  left  his  wife  Cornelia  to  the 
protedlion  of  that  ifland ;  which  received  the 
unfortunate  hero  with  a  fublime  generofity-  The 
Lelbians  entreated  him  to  remain  amotigft  thern, 
^nd  promifed  to  defend  him,  Pompey  expreffed 
P  4  bis 
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his  gratitude  for  their  fidelity,  but  declined  the 
oiFer,  and  embarked  with  Cornelia.  The  concern 
of  this  gallant  people  on  the  departure  of  their 
amiable  gueft  is  thus  defcribed  by  Lucan : 

'  dixit;  moeftamque  carinas 
Impofuit  comitem.    Cun£los  mutare  putares 
Tellurem  patriaeque  folum  :  fic  litore  toto  > 
Plangitur,  infeftae  tenduntur  in  aethera  dextrae; 
Pompeiumque  minus,  cujus  fortuna  dolorem 
Moverat,  aft  illam,  quam  toto  tempore  belli 
Ut  civem  videre  fuam,  difcedere  cernens 
Ingemuit  populus ;  quam  vix,  fi  caftra  mariti 
Viftoris  peteret,  ficcis  dimittere  matres 
Jam  poterant  oculis  :  tanto  devinxit  amore 
Hos  pudor,   hos    probitas,   caftique  modeftia 
vultus.  Lib.  viii.  v.  146. 

lie  ceas'd  ;  and  to  the  fhip  his  partner  bore, 
.    While  loud  complainings  fill  the  founding  ftiore  j 
It  feem'd  as  if  the  nation  with  her  pafs'd. 
And  banifhmcjit  had  laid  their  ifland  wafte. 

Their 
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Their  fecond  forrows  they  to  Pompey  give; 
For  her  as  for  their  citizen  they  grieve  : 
E'en  though  glad  vidlory  had  call'd  her  thence. 
And  her  Lord's  bidding  been  the  juft  pretence, 
The  Lefbian  matrons  had  in  tears  been  drown'd. 
And  brought  her  weeping  to  their  wat'ry  bound : 
So  was  flie  lov'd,  fo  winning  was  her  grace, 
Such  lowly  fweetnefs  dwelt  upon  her  face. 

RowE. 

NOTE    VIIL     Verse  296. 

Let  Argent  aria  on  your  canvafs  JhineJ\  PoUa 
Argentaria  was  the  daughter  of  a  Roman  Se- 
nator, and  the  wife  of  Lucan.  She  is  faid  to  have 
tranfcribed  and  corrected  the  three  firft  books  of 
the  Pharfalia,  after  the  death  of  her  hufband.  It  is 
much  to  be  regretted  that  we  poffefs  not  the  poem 
which  he  wrote  on  the  merits  of  this  amiable  and 
^ccompliflied  woman ;  but  her  name  is  immor- 
talized by  two  furviving  Poets  of  that  age.  The 

vejacration 
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veneration  w^ich  fhe  paid  to  the  memory  of  her  ^ 
hufband,  is  recorded  by  Martial ;  and  more  poe- 
tically defcribed  in  that  pleafing  and  elegant  lit- 
tle production  of  §tatius,  Genethllacm  Lucani^  a 
poem  which  I  the  more  readily  commend,  as  I 
may  be  thought  by  fome  readers  unjuft  towards 
its  author,  in  omitting  to  celebrate  his  Thebaid, 
I  confefs,  indeed,  the  mifcellaneous  poems  of 
Statius  appear  to  me  his  moft  valuable  work  :  in 
moft  of  thefe  there  is  much  imagination  and  fen-^ 
timent,  in  harmonious  and  fpirited  verfe.  The 
little  poem  which  I  have  mentioned,  on  the  an- 
niverfary  of  Lucan*s  birth,  is  faid  to  have  been 
written  at  the  requeft  of  Argentaria.  The  Au- 
thor, after  invoking  the  poetical  deities  to  attend 
the  ceremony,  touches  with  great  delicacy  and 
fpirit  on  the  compofitions  of  Lucan's  childhood, 
which  are  loft,  and  the  Pharfalia,  the  produ6lion 
of  his  early  youth  \  he  then  pays  a  ftiort  compli- 
ment to  the  beauty  and  talents  of  Argentaria,  la- 
ments the  cruel  fate  which  deprived  her  fo  im- 

maturely 
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Tnaturely  of  domeftic  happinefs  ;  and  concludas 
with  the  following  addrefs  to  the  fliade  of  Lucan: 

At  tu,  feu  rapldum  poli  per  axem 
Famae  curribus  arduis  levatus. 
Qua  furgunt  animas  potentiores. 
Terras  defpicis,  et  fepulchra  rides : 
Seu  pacis  meritum  nemus  reclufae 
Felix  Elyfiis  tenes  in  oris, 
Quo  Pharfalica  turba  congregatur  5 
Et  te  nobile  carmen  infonantem 
Pompeii  comitantur  et  Catones : 
Tu  magna  facer  et  fuperbus  umbra 
Nefcis  Tartaron,  et  procul  nocentum 
Audls  verbera,  pallidumque  vifa 
Matris  lampade  refpicis  Neronem. 
Adlis  lucidus  ;  et  vocante  Polla 
Unum,  quaefo,  diem  deos  filentum 
Exores  ^  folet  hoc  patere  limcn 
Ad  nuptas  redeuntibus  maritis, 
Hasc  te  non  thiafis  procax  dolofis 
Falfi  numinis  induit  nguras  ^ 

Ipfum 
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Ipfum  fed  colit,  et  frequentat  ipfum 
Imis  altius  infitum  medullis  ; 
Ac  folatia  vana  fubminiftrat 
Vultus,  qui  fimili  notatus  auro 
Stratis  'praenitetj  excubatque  fomno 
Securae.    Procul  hinc  abite  mortes  j 
Hsec  vitae  genitalis  eft  origo ; 
Cedat  lu£tus  atrox,  genifque  liianent 
Jam  dulces  lacrymae,  dolorque  feftus 
Quicquid  fleverat  ante  nunc  adoret* 

But  you,  O!  whether  to  the  fkies 
On  Fame's  triumphant  car  you  rife, 
(Where  mightier  fouls  new  life  afTume) 
And  mock  the  confines  of  the  tomb  ; 
Or  whether  in  Elyfium  bleft 
You  grace  the  groves  of  facred  reft, 
Where  the  Pharfalian  heroes  dwell ; 
And,  as  you  ftrike  your  Epic  (hell. 
The  Pompeys  and  the  Catos  throng 
To  catch  the  animating  fong 
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•Of  Tartarus  the  dread  controul 
Binds  not  your  high  and  hallow'd  foul ; 
Diftant  you  hear  that  wailing  coaft, 
And  fee  the  guilty  Nero's  ghoft 
Grow  pale  with  anguifli  and  afFright, 
His  mother  flafliing  on  his  fight. 

Be  prefent  to  your  Folia's  vows, 
While  to  your  honour'd  name  flie  bows ! 
One  day  let  your  entreaties  gain 
From  thofe  who  rule  the  (hadowy  train  ! 
Their  gates  have  op'd  to  blefs  a  wife, 
And  given  a  hufband  back  t6  life. 
In  you  the  tender  Fair  invites 
No  fancied  god  with  frantic  rites ; 
You  are  the  objecSl  of  her  prayers, 
You  in  her  inmoft  heart  fhe  bears : 
And,  ftampt  on  mimic  gold,  your  head 
Adorns  the  faiihful  mourner's  bed. 
And  fooths  her  eyes  before  they  clofe, 
The  guardian  of  her  chafle  repofe. 

Away  with  all  funereal  ftate  ! 
From  hence  his  nobler  life  we  date : 
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liCt  Mourning  change  the  pang  feverc 
To  fond  Devotion's  grateful  tear  ! 
And  feftal  grief,  its  anguifli  o'er. 
What  it  lamented,  now  adore  ! 

I  cannot  clofe  this  note  Without  obferving,  that 
the  preceding  verfes  have  a  ftrong  tendency  to 
prove,  that  Lucan  was  perfeftly  innocent  in  regard 
to  the  accufation  which  I  have  examined  before. 
Had  he  been  really  guilty  of  bafely  endangering  the 
life  of  his  mother,  it  is  not  probable  that  his  wife 
would  have  honoured  his  memory  with  fuch  en- 
thufiaftic  veneration,  or  that  Statius,  in  verfes  de- 
Cgned  to  do  him  honour,  would  have  alluded  to 
the  mother  of  Nero.  The  Reader  will  pardon  my 
recurring  to  this  fubjeft,  as  it  is  pleafmg  to  make 
life  of  every  argument  which  may  remove  fo 
odious  and  unjuft  a  ftain  from  a  manly  and  exalted 
character. 
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